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CHAPTER I. 

THE BATTLE OF THE BULL-DOGS. 

PART I. 

At the south-western extremity of the park, 
with a view extending over wide meadows and 
troubled mill -waters, yellow bam-roofe and 
weather-gray old farm-walls, two grassy mounds 
threw their slopes to the margin of the stream. 
Here the bull-dogs held revel. The hollow be- 
tween the slopes was crowned by a bending birch, 
which rose three-stemmed from the root, and hung 
a noiseless green shower over the basin of green 
it shadowed. Beneath it the interminable growl 
sounded pleasantly ; softly shot the sparkle of the 
twisting water, and you might dream things half 
fulfilled. Knots of fern were about, but the tops 
of the mounds were firm grass, evidently well 
rolled, and with an eye to airy feet. Olympus 
one eminence was called, Parnassus the other. 
Olympus a little overlooked Parnassus, but Par- 
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2 EVAN HAERINGTON. 

nassus was broader and altogether better adapted 
for the games of the Muses. Eound the edges of 
both there was a well-trimmed bush of laurel, 
obscuring only the feet of the dancers from the 
observing gods. For on Olympus the elders re- 
clined. Great efforts had occasionally been made 
to dispossess and unseat them, and their security 
depended mainly on a hump in the middle of the 
mound which defied the dance. 

Watteau-like groups were already couched in 
the shade. There were ladies of all sorts : town- 
Ibred and country-bred: farmers' daughters and 
daughters of peers: for this pic-nic, as Lady 
Jocel}^, disgusting the Countess, would call it, 
was in reality a f&te champ^tre, given annually, 
to which the fair offspring of the superior tenants 
were invited — the brothers and fathers coming to 
fetch them in the evening. It struck the eye of 
the Countess de Saldar that Olympus would be a 
fitting throne for her, and a point whence her 
shafts might fly without fear of a return. Like 
another illustrious General at Salamanca, she 
directed a detachment to take possession of the 
height. Courtly Sir John Loring ran up at once, 
and gave the diplomatist an opportunity to thank 
her flatteringly for gaining them two minutes to 
themselves. Sir John waved his handkerchief in 
triumph, welcoming them under an awning where 
carpets and cushions were spread, and whence the 
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Countess could eye the field. She was dressed 
ravishingly ; slightly in a foreign style, the bodice 
being peaked at the waist, as was then the Por- 
tuguese persuasion. The neck, too, was delici- 
ously veiled with fine lace — and thoroughly veiled, 
for it was a feature the Countess did not care to 
expose to the vulgar daylight. Oflf her gentle 
shoulders, as it were some fringe of cloud blown 
by the breeze this sweet lady opened her bosom 
to, curled a lovely black lace scarf : not Caroline's. 
If she laughed, the tinge of mourning lent her 
laughter new charms. If she sighed, the exube- 
rant array of her apparel bade the spectator 
be of good cheer. Was she witty, men surren- 
dered reason, and adored her. Only when she 
entered the majestic mood, and assumed the lan- 
guors of greatness, and recited musky anecdotes 
of her intimacy with it, only then did mankind, 
as represented at Beckley Court, open an internal 
eye and reflect that it was wonderful in a tailor's 
daughter. And she felt that mankind did so 
reflect. Her instincts did not deceive her. She 
knew not how much was known ; in the depths 
of her heart she kept the struggling fear that pos- 
sibly all might be known ; and succeeding in this, 
she said to herself that probably nothing was 
known after all. George Uploft, Miss Carring- 
ton, and Rose were the three she abhorred. Partly 

to be out of their way, and to be out of the way 

b2 



4 EVAN HARRINGTON. 

of chance shots (for she had heard names of 
people coming that reminded her of Dubbins's, 
where, in past days, there had been on one awful 
occasion a terrific discovery made), the Countess 
selected Olympus for her station. It was her 
last day, and she determined to be happy. Doubt- 
less, she was making a retreat, but have not 
illustrious Generals snatched victory from their 
pursuers ? Fair, then, sweet, and full of grace> 
the Countess moved. As the restless shifting of 
colours to her motions was the constant inter- 
change of her semi-sorrowful manner and ready 
archness. Sir John almost capered to please her, 
and the diplomatist in talking to her forgot his 
diplomacy and the craft of his tongue. 

It was the last day also of Caroline and the 
Duke. The Countess clung to Caroline and the 
Duke more than to Evan and Bose. She could 
SCO the first couple walking under an avenue of 
limes, and near tliem Mr. John Baikes as if in 
ambush. Twice they passed him, and twice he 
dolTed his hat and did homage. 

** A most singular creature ! " exclaimed the 
C'ountoss. ** It is my constant marvel where my 
brotlior ilisoovered such a curiosity. Do notice 
him." 

** That man ? Raikes ? " said the diplomatist. 
** Do you know ho is our rival ? Harry wanted 
m oxcuso for another bottle last night, and pro- 
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posed the Member for Fallowfield. Up got this 
Mr. Baikes and returned thanks." 

" Yes ? " the Countess negligently inteijected in 
a way she had caught from Lady Jocelyn. 

" Cogglesby's nominee, apparently." 

" I know it all," said the Countess. " We need 
have no apprehension. He is docile. My brother- 
in-law's brother, you see, is most eccentric. We 
can manage him best through this Mr. Baikes, 
for a personal application would be ruin. He 
quite detests our family, and indeed all the aris- 
tocracy." 

Melville's mouth pursed, and he looked very 
grave. 

Sir John remarked : " He seems like a monkey 
just turned into a man." 

"And doubtful about the tail," added the 
Countess. 

The image was tolerably correct, but other 
causes were at the bottom of the air worn by Mr. 
John Baikes. The Countess had obtained an 
invitation for him, with instructions that he should 
come early, and he had followed them so impli- 
citly that the curricle was flinging dust on the 
hedges between Fallowfield and Beckley but an 
hour or two after the chariot of Apollo had 
mounted the heavens, and Mr. Baikes presented 
himself at the breakfast table. Fortunately for 
him the Countess was there. After the repast 
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she introduced him to the Duke : and he bowed 
to the Duke, and the Duke bowed to him : and 
now, to instance the peculiar justness in the mind 
of Mr Kaikes, he, though he worshipped a coronet 
and would gladly have recalled the feudal times 
to a corrupt land, could not help thinking that 
his bow had beaten the Duke's and was better. 
He would rather not have thought so, for it upset 
his preconceptions and threatened a revolution in 
his ideas. For this reason he followed the Duke, 
and tried, if possible, to correct, or at least chasten 
the impressions he had of possessing a glaring 
advantage over the nobleman. The Duke's second 
bow did not, Mr Raikes sadly judged, retrieve the 
character of his first : his final bow was a mere 
nod. " Well ! " Mr. Raikes reflected, " if this is 
your Duke, why, egad ! for figure and style my 
friend Harrington beats him hollow." And Mr. 
Rivikos tliought he knew who could conduct a con- 
voi*8rttion witli superior dignity and neatness. 
Tho toi'ohlight of a delusion was extinguished 
iu him, but ho did not wander long in that gloomy 
cavornous d(\rkness of the disenchanted, as many 
of us do, and as Evan had done, when after a 
wook at Rookloy Court he began to examine of 
what s^tuff his brilliant father, the great Mel, was 
composed, Ou tho contrary, as the light of the 
Duko dwiudlod^ Ah\ Uaikos gaimni in lustre. " In 
fact/' ho said, ''tliores nothing but the title 
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wanting.** He was by this time on a level with 
the Duke. 

OJympus had been held in possession by the 
Countess about half an hour, when Lady Jocelyn 
mounted it, quite unconscious that she was scaling 
a fortified point. The Countess herself fired oflf 
the first gun at her. 

" It has been so extremely delightful up alone 
here, Lady Joceljoi : to look at everybody below ! 
I hope many will not intrude on us ! ** 

" None but the dowagers who have breath to 
get up,** replied her ladyship, panting. " By the 
way. Countess, you hardly belong to us yet. You 
dance?** 

" Indeed, I do not.** 

" Oh, then, you are in your right place. A 
dowager is a woman who doesn't dance : and her 
male attendant is — what is he ? We will call him 
a fogy.** 

Lady Jocelyn directed a smile at Melville and 
Sir John, who both protested that it was an 
honour to be the Countess*s fogy. 

Eose now joined them, with Laxley morally 
dragged in her wake. 

"Another dowager and fogy!** cried the 
Countess, musically. "Do you not dance, my 
chnd?" 

" Not till the music strikes up,** rejoined Eose. 
" I suppose we shall have to eat first.** 
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" That is the Hamlet of the pic-nic play, I 
beUeve," said her mother. 

" Of course you dance, don't you, Counters ? " 
Bose inquired, for the sake of amiable conversa- 
tion. 

The Countess's head signified: "Oh, no! quite 
out of the question : " she held up a little bit of 
her mournful draperies, adding : " Besides, you^ 
dear child, know your company, and can select ; 
I do not, and cannot do so. I understand we 
have a most varied assembly ! " 

Bose shut her eyes, and then looked at her 
mother. Lady Jocelyn's face was undisturbed ; 
but while her eyes were still upon the Countess, 
she drew her head gently back, imperceptibly. 
If anything, she was admiring the lady ; but Bose 
could be no placid philosophic spectator of what 
was to her a horrible assumption and hypocrisy. 
For the sake of him she loved, she had swallowed 
a nauseous cup bravely. The Countess was too 
much for her. She felt sick to think of being 
allied to this person. She had a shuddering 
desire to run into the ranks of the world, and 
hide her head from multitudinous hootings. With 
a pang of envy she saw her friend Jenny walking 
by the side of William Harvey, happy, untried, 
unoffending : full of hope, and without any bitter 
draughts to swallow ! 

Aimt Bel now came tripping up gaily. 
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" Take the alternative, donairi^re or demoi- 
selle ? " cried Lady Jocelyn. " We must have 
a sharp distinction, or Olympus will be mobbed." 

"Entre les deux, s*il vous plait," responded 
Aunt Bel. " Eose, hurry down, and leaven the 
mass. I see ten girls in a bunch. It's shocking. 
Ferdinand, pray disperse yourself. Why is it, 
Emily, that we are always in excess at pic-nics ? 
Is man dying out ? " 

" From what I can see," remarked Lady 
Jocelyn, " Harry will be lost to his species unless 
some one quickly relieves him. He*s already 
half eaten up by the Conley girls. Countess, 
isn't it your duty to rescue him ? " 

The Countess bowed, and murmured to Sir 
John: 

" A dismissal ! " 

"I fear my fascinations. Lady Jocelyn, may 
not compete with those fresh young persons." 

" Ha ! ha ! * fresh young persons,' " laughed 
Sir John: for the ladies in question were romping 
boisterously with Mr. Harry. 

The Countess inquired for the names and con- 
dition of the ladies, and was told that they sprang 
from Farmer Conley, a well-to-do son of the soil, 
who farmed about a couple of thousand acres be.- 
tween Fallowfield and Beckley, and bore a good 
reputation at the county bank. 

" But I do think," observed the Countess, " it 
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must indeed be pernicious for any youth to asso- 
ciate with that class of woman. A deterioration 
of manners ! " 

Bose looked at her mother again. She thought: 
*^ Those girls would scorn to marry a tradesman's 
son ! " 

The feeling grew in Rose that the Countess 
lowered and degraded her. Her mother's calm 
contemplation of the lady was more distressing 
than if she had expressed the contempt Bose was 
certain, according to her young ideas. Lady 
Jocelyn must hold. 

Now the Countess had been considering that 
she would like to have a word or two with 
Mr. Harry, and kissing her fingers to the 
occupants of Olympus, and fixing her fancy on 
the diverse thoughts of the ladies and gentlemen, 
deduced from a rapturous or critical contempla- 
tion of her figure from behind, she descended the 
slope. 

Was it going to be a happy day ? The well- 
imagined opinions of the gentleman on her attire 
and style, made her lean to the affirmative ; but 
Rose*s demure behaviour, and something — some- 
thing would come across her hopes. She had, as 
she now said to herself, stopped for the pic-nic, 
mainly to give Caroline a last opportunity of 
binding the Duke to visit the Cogglesby saloons 
in London. Let Caroline cleverly contrive this, 
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as she might, without any compromise, and the 
stay at Beckley Court would be a great gain. 
Yes, Caroline was still with the Duke ; they were 
talking earnestly. The Countess breathed a 
short appeal to Providence that Caroline might 
not prove a fool. Over night she had said to 
Caroline: "Do not be so English. Can one 
not enjoy friendship with a nobleman without 
wounding one's conscience or breaking with the 
world? My dear, the Duke visiting you, you 
cow that infamous Strike of yours. He will be 
utterly obsequious ! I am not tilling you to jpass 
the line. The contrary. But we continentals 
have our grievous reputation because we dare to 
meet as intellectual beings, and defy the imputa- 
tion that ladies and gentlemen are no better than 
animals." 

It sounded very lofty to Caroline, who, accept- 
ing its sincerity, replied : 

" I cannot do things by halves. I cannot live 
a life of deceit. A life of misery — not deceit." 

Whereupon, pitying her poor EngHsh nature, 
the Countess gave her advice, and this advice she 
now implored her familiars to instruct or compel 
Caroline to follow. 

The Countess's gahnent was plucked at. She 
beheld little Dorothy Loring glancing up at her 
with the roguish timidity of her years. 

" May I come with you ? " asked the little 
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maid, and went off into a prattle : " I spent that 
five shillings — ^I bought a shilling's worth of 
sweet stnff, and nine penn'orth of twine, and a 
shilling for small wax candles to light in my 
room when Fm going to bed, because I like 
plenty of light by the looking-glass always, and 
they do make the room so hot ! My Jane 
declared she almost fainted, but I burnt them 
out ! Then I only had very little left for a horse 
to mount my doll on ; and I wasn't going to get 
a screw, so I went to papa, and he gave me five 
shillings. And, oh, do you know. Rose can't 
bear me to be with you. Jealousy, I suppose, 
for you're very agreeable. And, do you know, 
your mama is coming to-day ? I've got a papa 
and no mama, and you've got a mama and no 
papa. Isn't it fimny ? But I don't think so 
much of it, as you're grown up. Oh, I'm quite 
sure she is coming, because I heard Harry telling 
Juley she was, and Juley said it would be so 
gratifying to you." 

A bribe and a message relieved the Countess of 
Dorothy's attendance on her. 

What did this mean? Were people so base 
as to be guilty of hideous plots in this house ? 
Her mother coming ! The Countess's blood 
turned deadly chilL Had it been her father she 
would not have feared, but her mother was so 
vilely plain of speech ; she never opened her 
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mouth save to deliver facts : which was to the 
Countess the sign of atrocious vulgarity. 

But her mother had written to say she would 
wait for Evan in Fallowfield! The Countess 
grasped at straws. Did Dorothy hear that ? And 
if Harry and Juliana spoke of her mother, what 
did that mean? That she was hunted, and 
must stand at bay ! 

" Oh, papa ! papa ! why did you marry a 
Dawley ? " she exclaimed, plunging to what was, 
in her idea, the root of the evil. 

She had no time for outcries and lamentations. 
It dawned on her that this was to be a day of 
battle. Where was Harry? Still in the midst 
of the Conley throng, apparently pooh-poohing 
something, to judge by the twist of his mouth. 

The Coimtess delicately signed for him to 
approach her. The extreme delicacy of the 
signal was at least an excuse for Harry to 
perceive nothing. It was renewed, and Harry 
burst into a fit of laughter at some fun of one of 
the Conley girls. The Countess passed on, and 
met Juliana pacing by herself near the lower 
gates of the park. She wished only to see how 
Juliana behaved. The girl looked perfectly 
trustful, as much so as when the Countess was 
pouring in her ears the tales of Evan^s growing 
but bashful affection for her. 

" He will soon be here," whispered the 
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Conntess. "Has he told you he will come by 
this entrance ? " 

No," replied Juliana. 

You do not look well, sweet child." 

I was thinking that you did not. Countess." 

" Oh, indeed, yes ! All our visitors have by 
this time arrived, I presume ? " 

" They come all day." 

The Countess hastened away from one who, 
when roused, could be almost as clever as her* 
self, and again stood in meditation near the joyful 
Harry. This time she did not signal so dis- 
creetly. Harry could not but see it, and the 
Conley girls accused him of cruelty to the beau- 
tifol dame, which novel idea stung Harry with 
delight, and he held out to indulge in it a little 
longer. His back was half turned, and as he 
talked noisily, he could not observe the serene 
and resolute march of the Countess towards him. 
The youth gaped when he found his arm taken 
prisoner by the insertion of a small deliciously- 
gloved and perfumed hand through it. 

" I must claim you for a few moments," said 
the Countess, and took the startled Conley girls 
one and all in her beautLful smile of excuse. 

" Why do you compromise me thus, sir ? " 

These astounding words were spoken out of 
the hearing of the Conley girls. 

" Compromise you ! '* muttered Harry. 
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Masterly was the skill with which the Countess 
contrived to speak angrily and as an injured 
woman, while she wore an indifferent social 
countenance. 

"I repeat, compromise me. No, Mr. Harry 
Jocelyn, you are not the jackanapes you try to 
make people think you : you understand me." 

The Countess might accuse him, but Harry 
never had the ambition to make people think 
him that : his natural tendency was the reverse : 
and he objected to the application of the word 
jackanapes to himself, and was ready to contest 
the fact of people having that opinion at all. 
However, all he did was to repeat : " Com- 
promise ! " 

" Is not open unkindness to me compromising 
me?" 

How ? " asked Harry. 

Would you dare to do it to a strange lady ? 
Would you have the impudence to attempt it 
with any woman here but me ? No, I am inno- 
cent ; I know that ; it is my consolation ; I have 
resisted you, but you by this cowardly behaviour 
place me — and my reputation, which is more — 
at your mercy. Noble behaviour, Mr. Harry 
Jocelyn ! I shall remember my young English 
gentleman.^' 

The view was totally new to Harry. 

" I really had no idea of compromising you," 
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he said. " Upon my honour, I can^t see how I 
did it now ! " 

" Oblige me by walking less in the neighbour- 
hood of those fat-faced glaring farm-girls," the 
Countess spoke under her breath; "and don't 
look as if you were being whipped. The art of 
it is evident — you are but carrying on the game. 
— Listen. If you permit yourself to exhibit an 
unkindness to me, you show to any man who is a 
judge, and to every woman, that there has been 
something between us. You know my innocence 
— yes ! but you must punish me for having 
resisted you thus long.*' 

Harry was staggered. He swore he never had 
such an idea, and was much too much of a man 
and a gentleman to behave in that way. — And yet 
it seemed wonderfully clever ! And there was the 
Countess saying : 

" Take your reward, Mr. Harry Jocelyn. You 
have succeeded; I am your humble slave. I 
come to you and sue for peace. To save my 
reputation I endanger myself. This is generous 
of you." 

"Am I such a clever fellow?" thought the 
ingenuous young gentleman. " Deuced lucky 
with women : " he knew that : still a fellow must 
be wonderfully, miraculously, clever to be able to 
twist and spin about a woman in that way. He 
did not object to conceive that he was the fellow 
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to do it. Besides, here was the Countess de 
Saldar — worth five hundred of the Conley girls 
— ahnost at his feet ! 

Mollified, he said: "Now, didn't you begin 
it?" 

" Evasion ! " was the answer. " It would be 
such pleasure to you to see a proud woman weep ! 
And if yesterday, persecuted as I am, nvitli dread- 
ful falsehoods abroad respecting me and mine, if 
yesterday I did seem cold to your great merits, is 
it generous of you to take this revenge ? " 

Harry began to scent the double meaning in 
her words. She gave him no time to grow cool 
over it. She leaned, half-abandoned, on his arm. 
• Arts feminine and irresistible encompassed him. 
It was a fatal mistake of Juliana's to enlist Harry 
Jocelyn against the Countess de Saldar. He 
engaged, still without any direct allusion to 
the real business, to move heaven and earth 
to undo all that he had done ; and the Coun- 
tess engaged to do — what? more than she 
intended to fulfil. 

Ten minutes later the Countess was alone with 
Caroline. 

" Tie yourself to the Duke at the dinner," she 
said, in the forcible phrase she could use when 
necessary. " Don't let them scheme to separate 
you. Never mind looks — do it ! " 

Caroline, however, had her reasons for desiring^ 

YOIi. III. 
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to maintain appearances. The Countess dashed 
at her hesitation. 

" There is a plot to humiliate us in the most 
abominable way. The whole family have sworn 
to make us blush publicly. Publicly blush ! 
They have written to mama to come and speak 
out Now will you attend to me, Caroline ? You 
do not credit such atrocity? I know it to be 
true." 

" I never can believe that Rose would do such 
a thing," said Caroline. " We can hardly have to 
endure more than has befallen us already.*' 

Her speech was pensive, as of one who had 
matter of her own to ponder over. A swift illu- 
mination burst in the Countesses mind. 

" No ? Have you, dear, darling Carry ? not 
that I intend that you should ! but to-day the 
duke would be such ineflEable support to us. May 
I deem you have not been too cruel to-day ? You 
dear silly English creature, * Duck,' I used to call 
you when I was your little Louy. All is not yet 
lost, but I will save you from the ignominy if I 
can. Iwill!— IwiU!" 

Caroline denied nothing — confirmed nothing, 
just as the Countess had stated nothing. Yet 
they understood one another perfectly. Women 
have a subtler language than ours : the veil per- 
tains to them morally as bodily, and they see 
clearer through it. 
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The Countess had no time to lose. Wrath was 
in her heart. She did not lend all her thoughts 
to self-defence. 

Without phrasing a word, or absolutely shaping 
a thought in her head, she slanted across the sun 
to Mr. John Raikes, who had taken refreshment, 
and in obedience to his instinct, notwithstanding 
his enormous pretensions, had commenced a few 
preliminary antics. 

*^ Dear Mr. Eaikes ! ** she said, drawing him 
aside, " not before dinner ! *' 

"I really can't contain the exuberant flow!'* 
returned that gentleman. " My animal spirits 
always get the better of me," he added confiden- 
tially. 

" Suppose you devote your animal spirits to my 
service for half an hour." 

" Yours, Countess, from the os frontis to the 
chine ! " was the exuberant rejoinder. 

The Countess made a wry mouth. 

" Your curricle is in Beckley ? " 

" Behold ! " said Jack. " Two juveniles, not 
half so blest as I, do from the seat regard the 
festive scene o*er yon park-palings. They are 
there, even Franco and Fred. I'm afraid I pro- 
mised to get them in at a later period of the day. 
Which sadly sore my conscience doth disturb ! 
But what is to be done about the curricle, my 

Countess ? " 

o2 
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" Mr. Eaikes/' said the Countess, smiling on 
him fixedly, " you are amusing; but in addressing 
me, you must be precise, and above all things 
accurate. I am not your Countess ! " 

Mr. Eaikes bowed profoundly. " Oh, that I 
might say * my Queen ! * " 

The Countess replied : " A conviction of your 
lunacy would prevent my taking offence, though 
I might wish you enclosed and guarded." 

Without any further exclamations, Mr. Eaikes 
acknowledged a superior. 

" And, now, attend to me/' said the Countess. 
*' Listen : You go yourself, or send your friends 
instantly to Fallowfield. Bring with you that 
girl and her child. Stop : there is such a person. 
Tell her she is to be spoken to about the prospects 
of the poor infant. I leave that to your inventive 
genius. Evan wishes her here. Bring her, and 
should you see the mad captain who behaves so 
oddly, favour him with a ride. He says he dreams 
his wife is here, and he will not reveal his name ! 
Suppose it should be my own beloved husband ! 
I am quite anxious, ha ! ha ! " 

" That fortunate man is a foreignere ! " ex- 
claimed Mr. Eaikes. 

" Anglicised ! — anglicised ! ** said the Coimtess. 
" Will you do this ? You know how interested I 
am in the man. If he is not my husband, some 
one ought to be ! " 
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" Capital ! " cried Jack. " Lord ! how that 
would tell on the stage. 'Some one ought to 
be!*" 

" Away, and do my hest/* the Countess called 
to him with the faint peep of a theatrical 
manner. 

It captivated Mr. John Raikes : " Yea, to the 
letter, though I perish for't," he pronounced, 
departing, and subsequently appending, " Nor yet 
the damned reason can perceive." 

The Countess saw him go up to the palings 
and hold a communication with his friends Franco 
and Fred. One took the whip, and after mutual 
flourishes, drove away from Mr. Raikes. 

" Now ! '* mused the Countess, " if Captain 
Evremonde should come ! *' It would break up 
the pic-nic. Alas ! the Countess had surrendered 
her humble hopes of a day's pleasure. But if her 
mother came as well, what a diversion that would 
be ! If her mother -came before the Captain, his 
arrival would cover the retreat ; if the Captain 
preceded her, she would not be noticed. Suppose 
her mother refrained from coming ? In that casQ 
it was a pity, but the Jocelyns had brought it on 
themselves. 

This mapping out of consequences followed the 
Countess's deeds, and did not inspire them. Her 
passions sharpened her instincts which produced 
her actions. The reflections ensued : as in nature 
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the consequences were all seen subsequently! 
Observe the difference between your male and 
female generals. 

On reflection, too, the Countess praised herself 
for having done all that could be done. She 
might have written to her mother: but her 
absence would have been remarked : her mes- 
senger might have been overhauled : and, lastly, 
Mrs. Mel — " Gorgon of a mother ! " the Countess 
cried out : for Mrs. Mel was like a fate to her. 
She could remember only two occasions in her 
whole life when she had been able to manage her 
mother, and then by lying in ^uch a way as to 
distress her conscience severely. 

" If mama has conceived this idea of coming, 
nothing will impede her. My prayers will infu- 
riate her ! " said the Countess, and she was sure 
that she had acted both rightly and with wisdom. 

She put on her armour of smiles : she plunged 
into the thick of the enemy. Since they would 
not allow her to taste human happiness — she had 
asked but for the pic-nic ! a small truce ! — since 
they denied her that, rather than let them triumph 
by seeing her wretched, she took into her bosom 
the joy of demons. She lured Mr. George Uploft 
away from Miss Carrington, and spoke to hiTn 
strange hints of matrimonial disappointments, 
looking from time to time at that apprehensive 
lady, doating on her terrors. And Mr. George 
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seconded her by his clouded face, for he was 
ashamed not to show that he did not know Louisa 
Harrington in the Countess de Saldar, and had 
not the courage to declare that he did. The 
Countess spoke familiarly, but without any hint 
of an ancient acquaintance between them. " What 
a post her husband's got ! " thought Mr. George, 
not envying the Count. He was wrong : she was 
an admirable ally. All over the field the Countess 
went, watching for her mother, praying that if 
she did come. Providence might prevent her from 
coming while they were at dinner. How clearly 
Mrs. Shome and Mrs. Melville saw her vulgarity 
now ! By the new light of knowledge, how 
certain they were that they had seen her ungentle 
training in a dozen Uttle instances. 

" She is not well-bred, cela se voit," said Lady 
Jocelyn. 

" Bred ! it's the stage ! How could such a 
person be bred ? " said Mrs. Shome. 

Accept in the Countess the heroine who is 
combating class-prejudices, and surely she is pre- 
eminently noteworthy. True she fights only for 
her family, and is virtually the champion of the 
opposing institution misplaced. That does not 
matter : the fates may have done it purposely : by 
conquering she establishes a principle. A duke 
loves her sister, the daughter of the house her 
brother, and for herself she has many protesta- 
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tkns in honour of her ehaims: nor are they 
empty oiiesw She emu eonfoond Mis. MetriUey 
if she pleases to, hj e^qposing an ad<»rer to 
lose a firiend. Issuing out of Tailofdom^ she, 
a Countess, has done aU this; and it were 
enough to make her gjow, did not little eyils, 
and angers, and spites, and alarms so fright- 
foil J beset her. 

The snn of the pic-nic system is dinner. Hence 
philosophers may deduce that the pic-nic is a 
British inTention. There is no donbt that we do 
not shine at the pic-nic until we reflect the face 
of dinner. To this, then, all who were not lovers 
began seriously to look forward, and the advance 
of an excellent London band, specially hired to 
play during the entertainment, gave many of the 
guests quite a new taste for sweet music ; and in- 
deed we all enjoy a thing infinitely more when we 
see its meaning. 

About this time Evan entered the lower park- 
gates with Andrew. The first object he encoun- 
tered was Mr. John Baikes in a state of great 
depression. He explained his case : 

" Just look at my frill ! No, upon my honour, 
you know, I'm good-tempered; I pass their bucolic 
habits, but this is beyond bearing. I was near 
the palings there, and a fellow caUs out, ' Hi ! 
will you help the lady over ? ' HoUoa ! thinks I, 
an adventure ! However, I advised him to take 
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her round to tiie gates. The beast burst out 
laughing. ' Now, then/ says he, and I heard a 
scrambling at the pales, and up came the head of 
a dog. * Oh ! the dog first,* says I. * Catch by 
the ears,' says he. I did so. *Pull,' says he. 
'Gad, pull indeed ! The beast gave a spiing and 
came slap on my chest, with his dirty wet muzzle 
in my neck ! I felt instantly it was the death of 
my frill, but gallant as you know me, I still asked 
for the lady. * If you will please, or an it meet 
your favour, to extend your hand to me ! ' I con- 
fess I did think it rather odd, the idea of a lady 
coming in that way over the palings ! but my 
curst love of adventure always blinds me. It 
always misleads my better sense, Harrington. 
Well, instead of a lady, I see a fellow — he may 
have been a lineal descendant of Cedric the Saxon. 

* Where's the lady ? ' says I. * Lady ? ' says he, 
and stares, and then laughs : * Lady ! why,' he 
jumps over, and points at his beast of a dog, 

* don't you know a bitch when you see one ? * 
I was in the most ferocious rage ! If he hadn't 
been a big burly bully, down he'd have gone. 

* Whyi didn't you say what it was ? ' I roared. 

* Why,' says he, * the word isn't considered polite ! ' 
I gave him a cut there. I said, * I rejoice to be 
positively assured that you uphold the laws and 
forms of civilisation, sir.' My belief is he didn't 
feel it." 
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" The thrust sinned in its shrewdness," remarked 
Evan, ending a laugh. 

" Hem ! " went Mr. Kaikes, more contentedly : 
" after all, what are appearances to the man of wit 
and intellect ? Dress, and women will approve 
you : but I assure you they much prefer the man 
of wit in his slouched hat and stockings down. I 
was introduced to the Duke this morning. It is a 
curious thing that the seduction of a duchess has 
always been one of my dreams." 

At this Andrew Cogglesby fell into a fit of 
laughter. 

" Your servant," said Mr. Baikes, turning to 
him. And then he muttered " Extraordinary 
likeness ! Good Heavens ! Powers ! " 

From a state of depression, Mr. Baikes changed 
into one of bewilderment. Evan paid no atten- 
tion to him, and answered none of his hasty 
imdertoned questions. Just then, as they were 
on the skirts of the company, the band struck up 
a lively tune, and quite unconsciously, the legs of 
Mr. John Baikes, affected, it may be, by super- 
natural reminiscences, loosely hompiped. It was 
but a moment : he remembered himself the^next : 
but in that fatal moment eyes were on him. He 
never recovered his dignity in Beckley Court. 

" What is the joke against this poor fellow ? " 
asked Evan of Andrew. 

"Never mind^ Van. You*ll roar. Old Tom 



THE BATTLE OP THE BULL-DOGS. 27 

again. We'll see by-and-by, after the champagne. 
He — ^this young Eaikes — ha ! ha ! — but I can't 
tell you." And Andrew went away to Drum- 
mond to whom he was more communicative. Then 
he went to Melville, and one or two others, and 
the eyes of many became concentrated on Mr. 
John Raikes, and it was observed as a singular 
sign that he was constantly facing about, and 
flushing the fiercest red. Once he made an effort 
to get hold of Evan's arm and drag him away, as 
one who had an urgent confession to be delivered 
of, but Evan was talking to Lady Jocelyn, and 
other ladies, and quietly disengaged his arm with- 
out even turning to notice the face of his friend. 
Then the dinner was announced, and men saw 
the dinner. The Countess went to shake her 
brother's hand, and with a very gratulatory visage, 
said through her haK-shut teeth : " If mama ap- 
pears, rise up and go away with her, before she has 
time to speak a word." An instant after Evan 
found himself seated between Mrs. Evremonde 
and one of the Conley girls. The dinner had 
commenced. The first half of the Battle of the 
Bull-dogs was as peaceful as any ordinary pic-nic, 
and promised to the general company as calm a 
conclusion. 
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CHAPTEE II. 

THE BATTLE OF THE BULL-DOGS. 

PART n. 

If it be a distinct point of wisdom to hug the 
hour that is, then does dinner amount to a highly 
intellectual invitation to man, for it furnishes the 
occasion ; and Britons are the wisest of their race, 
for more than all others they take advantage of it. 
In this Nature is undoubtedly our guide, seeing 
that he who, while feasting his body allows to his 
soul a thought for the morrow, is in his digestion 
curst, and becomes a house of evil humours. 
Now, though the epicure may complain of the 
cold meats, a dazzling table, a buzzing company, 
blue sky, and a band of music, are incentives to 
the forgetfulness of troubles past and imminent, 
and produce a concentration of the faculties. 
They may not exactly prove that peace is esta- 
Wished between yourself and those who object to 
your carving of the world, but they testify to an 
armistice. 

Aided by these observations, you will under- 
stand how it was that the Countess de Saldar, 
afflicted and menaced, was inspired, on taking her 
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seat, to give so graceful and stately a sweep to 
her dress that she was enabled to conceive woman 
and man alike to be secretly overcome by it. 
You will not refuse to credit the fact that Mr. 
John Baikes threw care to the dogs, heavy as was 
that mysterious lump suddenly precipitated on 
his bosom; and you will think it not impos- 
sible that even the springers of the mine about 
to explode should lose their subterranean coun- 
tenances. A generous abandonment to one idea 
prevailed. As for Evan, the first glass of cham- 
pagne rushed into reckless nuptials with the 
music in his head, bringing Bose, warm almost 
as life, on his heart. Sublime are the visions of 
lovers! He knew he must leave her on the 
morrow; he feared he might never behold her 
again; and yet he tasted exquisite bliss, for it 
seemed within the contemplation of the gods that 
he should dance with his darling before dark — 
haply waltz with her ! Oh, heaven ! he shuts his 
eyes, blinded. The band wheels off meltingly in 
a tune all cadences, and twirls, and risings and 
sinkings, and passionate outbursts trippingly 
consoled. Ah! how sweet to waltz through life 
with the right partner. And what a singular 
thing it is to look back on the day when we 
thought something like it! Never mind: there 
may be spheres where it is so managed — doubt- 
less the planets have their Hanwell and Bedlam. 
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I admit that I myself am not insensible to the 
effects of that first glass of champagne. I feel 
the earthly muse escaping me, and a desire for 
the larger-eyed heavenly muse. The poetry of 
my Countess's achievements waxes rich in mani- 
fold colours : I see her by the light of her own 
pleas to Providence. I doubt almost if the hand 
be mine which dared to make a hero play 
second fiddle, and to his beloved. I have placed 
a bushel over his light, certainly. Poor boy ! it 
was enough that he should have tailordom on his 
shoulders : I ought to have allowed him to, 
conquer Nature, and so come out of his eclipse. 
This shall be said of him : that he can play 
second fiddle without looking foolish, which, for 
my part, I call a greater triumph than if he were 
performing the heroics we are more accustomed 
to. He has steady eyes, can gaze at the right 
level into the eyes of others, and commands a 
tongue which is neither struck dumb nor set in a 
flutter by any startling question. The best in- 
stances to be given that he does not lack merit 
are that the Jocelyns, whom he has offended by 
his birth, cannot change their treatment of him, 
and that the hostile women, whatever they may 
say, do not think Rose utterly insane. At any 
rate. Rose is satisfied, and her self-love makes her 
a keen critic. The moment Evan appeared, the 
sickness produced in her by the Countess passed, 
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and she was ready to brave her situation. With 
no mock humility she permitted Mrs. Shome to 
place her in a seat where glances could not be 
interchanged. She was quite composed, calmly 
prepared for conversation with anyone. Indeed, 
her behaviour since the hour of general expla- 
nation had been so perfectly well-contained, that 
Mrs. Melville said to Lady Jocelyn : 

" I am only thinking of the damage to her. It 
will pass over — this fancy. You can see she is 
not serious. It is mere spirit of opposition. She 
eats and drinks just like other girls. You can 
see that the fancy has not taken such very strong 
hold of her." 

" I can't agree with you," replied her ladyship. 
"I would rather have her sit and sigh by the 
hour, and loathe roast beef. That would look 
nearer a cure." 

" She has the notions of a silly country girl," 
said Mrs. Shome. 

" Exactly," Lady Jocelyn replied. " A season 
in London will give her balance." 

So the guests were tolerably happy, or at least, 
with scarce an exception, open to the influences 
of champagne and music. Perhaps Juliana was 
the wretchedest creature present. She was about 
to smite on both cheeks him she loved, as well as 
the woman she despised and had been foiled by. 
Still she had the consolation that Hose, seeing 
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the vulgar mother, might turn from Evan: a poor 
distant hope, meagre and shapeless like herself. 
Her most anxious thoughts concerned the means 
of getting money to lock up Harry's tongue. She 
could bear to meet the Countess's wrath, but not 
Evan's offended look. Hark to that Countess ! 

" Why do you denominate this a pic-nic, Lady 
Jocelyn ? It is in verity a fete ! '* 

" I suppose we ought to lie down a la Grecque 
to come within the term," was the reply. " On 
the whole, I prefer plain English for such 
matters." 

" But this is assuredly too sumptuous for a 
pic-nic, Lady Jocelyn. From what I can remem- 
ber, pic-nic implies contribution from all the 
guests. It is true I left England a child ! " 

Mr. George Uploft could not withhold a sharp 
grimace. The Countess had throttled the inward 
monitor that tells us when we are lying, so 
grievously had she practised the habit in the 
service of her family. 

"Yes," said Mrs. Melville, "I have heard of 
that fashion, and very stupid it is." 

" Extremely vulgar," murmured Miss Carring- 
ton. 

"Possibly," Lady Jocelyn observed; "but good 
fun. I have been to pic-nics, in my day. I 
invariably took cold pie and claret. I clashed 
with half a dozen, but aU the harm we did was to 
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upset the dictum that there cau be too much of a 
good thing. I know for certain that the bottles 
were left empty." 

" And this woman," thought the Countess, 
"this woman, with a soul so essentially vulgar, 
claims rank above me ! " The reflection generated 
contempt of English society, in the first place, 
and then a passionate desire for self-assertion. 

She was startled by a direct attack which 
aroused her momentarily lulled energies. 

A lady, quite a stranger, a dry simpering lady, 
caught the Countesses benevolent passing gaze, 
and leaning forward, said : ** I hope her ladyship 
bears her affliction as well as can be expected ? " 

In military parlance, the Countess was taken 
in flank. Another would have asked — what lady- 
ship ? To whom do you allude, may I beg to 
inquire ? The Countess knew better. Rapid as 
light it shot through her that the relict of Sir 
Abraham was meant, and this she divined because 
she was aware that devilish malignity was watching 
to trip her. 

A little conversation happening to buzz at the 
instant, the Countess merely turned her chin to 
an angle, agitated her brows very gently, and 
crowned the performance with a mournful smile. 
All that a woman must feel at the demise of so 
precious a thing as a husband, was therein elo- 
quently expressed : and at the same time, if 
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explanations ensued, there were numerous lady- 
ships in the world, whom the Countess did not 
mind afflicting, should she be hard pressed. 

" I knew him so well ! *' resumed the horrid 
woman, addressing anybody. "It was so sad ! so 
unexpected ! but he was so subject to affection of 
the throat. And I was so sorry I could not get 
down to him in time. I had not seen him since 
his marriage, when I was a girl! — and to meet 
one of his children ! — But, my dear, in quinsey, 
I have heard that there is nothing on earth like a 
good hearty laugh." 

Mr. John Raikes hearing this, sucked down the 
flavour of a glass of champagne, and with a look 
of fierce jollity, said : " Then our vocation is at 
last revealed to us ! Quinsey-doctor ! I re- 
member when a boy, wandering over the paternal 
mansion, and envying the life of a tinker, which 
my mother did not think a good omen in me. 
But the traps of a Quinsey-doctor are even lighter. 
Say twenty good jokes, and two or three of a 
practical kind. From place to place he travels 
on, tracked by the loud guffaw! A man most 
enviable ! — 'Gad," our mercurial friend added, in 
a fit of profound earnestness, ** I know nothing 
I should like so much ! " But lifting his head, 
and seeing in the face of the ladies that it was 
not the profession of a gentleman, he exclaimed : 
" I have better prospects, of course ! '' and 
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drank anew, inwardly cursing his betraying 
sincerity. 

" It appears," he remarked aloud to one of the 
Conley girls, "that quinsey is needed before a 
joke is properly appreciated." 

" I like fun," said she. Mr. Raikes looked at 
her with keen admiration. " I can laugh at a 
monkey all day long," she continued. Mr. Raikes 
drifted leagues away from her. 

What did that odious woman mean by perpetu- 
ally talking about Sir Abraham ? The Countess 
intercepted a glance between her and the hated 
Juliana. She felt it was a malignant conspiracy : 
still the vacuous vulgar air of the woman told her 
that most probably she was but an instrument, 
not a confederate, and was only trying to push 
herself into acquaintance with the great : a pro- 
ceeding scorned and abominated by the Countess, 
who longed to punish her for her insolent pre- 
sumption. The bitterness of her situation stung 
her tenfold when she considered that she dared 
not. 

Meantime the champagne became as regular in 

its flow as the Bull-dogs, and the monotonous bass 

of these latter sounded through the music, like life 

behind the murmur of pleasure, if you will. The 

Countess had a not unfeminine weakness for 

champagne, and old Mr. Bonner's cellar was well 

and choicely stocked. But was this enjoyment 
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to the Countess? — this dreary station in the 
background ! No creatures grinding their teeth 
with envy of her ! None bursting with admiration 
and the ardent passions ! " May I emerge ? " 
she as much as asked her judgment. The peti- 
tion was infinitely tender. She thought she 
might, or it may be that nature was strong, and 
she could not restrain herself. 

Taking wine with Sir John, she said : 

" This bowing ! Do you know how amusing it 
is deemed by us Portuguese ? Why not embrace ? 
as the dear Queen used to say to me." 

" I am decidedly of Her Majesty's opinion," 
observed Sir John, with emphasis, and the 
Countess drew back into a mingled laugh and 
blush. 

Her fiendish persecutor gave two or three nods. 
** And you know the Queen ! " she said. 

She had to repeat the remark : whereupon the 
Countess murmured, "Intimately." 

" Ah, we have lost a staunch old Tory in Sir 
Abraham," said the lady, performing lamentation. 

What did it mean ? Could design lodge in that 
empty-looking head with its crisp curls, button 
nose, and diminishing simper ? Was this pic-nic 
to be made as terrible to the Countess by her . 
putative father as the dinner had been by the 
great Mel ? The deep, hard, level look of Juliana 
met the Countess's smile from time to time, and 
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like flimsy light horse before a solid array of 
infantry, the Countess fell back, only to be 
worried afresh by her perfectly unwitting tormen- 
tor. 

" His last days ? — without pain ? Oh, I hope 

so ! " came after a lapse of general talk. 

"Aren't we getting a little funereal, Mrs. 
Perkins ? " Lady Jocelyn asked, and then rallied 
her neighbours. 

Miss Carrington looked at her vexedly, for the 
fiendish Perkins was checked, and the Countess 
in alarm, about to commit herself, was a pleasant 
sight to Miss Carrington. 

** The worst of these indiscriminate meetings is 
that there is no conversation," whispered the 
Countess, thanking Providence for the relief. 

Just then she saw Juliana bend her brows at 
another person. This was George Uploft, who 
shook his head, and indicated a shrewd-eyed, 
thin, middle-aged man, of a lawyer-like cast ; and 
then Juliana nodded, and George Uploft touched 
his arm, and glanced hurriedly behind for cham- 
pagne. The Countess's eyes dwelt on the timid 
young squire most aflfectionately. You never saw 
a fortress more unprepared for dread assault. 

" Hem ! " was heard, terrific. But the proper 
pause had evidently not yet come, and now to 
prevent it the Countess strained her energies and 
tasked her genius intensely. Have you an idea of 
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the difiBculty of keeping up the ball among a host 
of ill-assorted, stupid country people, who have 
no open topics, and can talk of nothing con- 
tinuously but scandal of their neighbours, and 
who, moreover, feel they are not up to the 
people they are mixing with? Darting upon 
Seymour Jocelyn, the Countess asked touchingly 
for news of the partridges. It was like the im- 
locking of a machine. Seymour was not blythe 
in his reply, but be was loud and forcible ; and 
when he came to the statistics — oh, then you 
would have admired the Countess! — for compa- 
risons ensued, braces were enumerated, numbers 
given were contested, and the shooting of this one 
jeered at, and another's sure mark respectfully 
admitted. And how lay the coveys ? And what 
about the damage done by last winter's floods ? 
And was there good hope of the pheasants ? Out- 
side this clatter the Countess hovered. Twice the 
awful " Hem ! " was heard. She fought on. 
She kept them at it. If it flagged she wished to 
know this or that, and finally thought that, 
really, she should like herself to try one shot. 
The women and Mr. John Baikes had previously 
been left behind. This brought in the women. 
Lady Jocelyn proposed a female expedition for the 
morrow. 

" I believd I used to be something of a shot, 
formerly," she said. 
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"You peppered old Tom once, my lady," 
remarked Andrew, and her ladyship laughed, and 
that foolish Andrew told the story, and the 
Countess, to revive her subject had to say '- 
" May I be enrolled to shoot," though she detested 
and shrunk from fire-arms. 

" Here are two ! " said the hearty presiding 
dame. " Ladies, apply immediately to have your 
names put down." 

The possibility of an expedition of ladies now 
struck Seymour vi\ddly, and, said he : " I'll be 
secretary ; " and began applying to the ladies for * 
permission to put down their names. Many 
declined, with brevity, muttering, either aloud or 
to themselves, " unwomanly ; " varied by "un- 
ladylike:" some confessed cowardice; some a 
horror of the noise close to their ears ; and there 
was the plea of nerves. But the names of half a 
dozen ladies were collected, and then followed 
much laughter, and musical hubbub, and delicate 
banter. So the ladies and gentlemen fell one and 
all into the partridge pit dug for them by the 
Countess : and that horrible " Hem ! " equal in 
force and terror to the roar of artillery preceding 
the charge of ten thousand dragoons, was silenced 
— the pit appeared impassable. Did the Countess 
crow over her advantage ? Mark her : the lady's 
face is entirely given up to partridges. " English 
sports are so much envied abroad," she says : but 
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what she dreads is a reflection, for that leads ofT 
from the point. A portion of her mind she keeps 
to combat them in Lady Jocelyn and others who 
hare the tendency : the rest she divides between 
internal prayers for succour, and casting about 
for another popular subject to follow partridges. 
Now mere talent, as critics say when they are 
lighting candles round a genius, mere talent would 
have hit upon pheasants as the natural sequitur, 
and then diverged to sports — a great theme, for it 
ensures a chorus of sneers at foreigners, and so on 
probably to a discussion of birds and beasts best 
adapted to enrapture the palate of man. Stories 
may succeed, but they are doubtful, and not to be 
trusted, coming after cookery. After an exciting 
subject which has made the general tongue to 
wag, and just enough heated the brain to cause it 
to cry out for spiced food — then start your story : 
taking care that it be mild ; for one too marvel- 
lous stops the tide, the sense of climax being 
strongly implanted in all bosoms. So the 
Countess told an anecdote — one of Mel's. Mr. 
George Uploft was quite familiar with it, and 
knew of one passage that would have abashed him 
to relate " before ladies." The sylph-like ease 
with which the Countess floated over this foul 
abysm was miraculous. Mr. George screwed his 
eye -lids queerly, and closed his jaws with a report, 
completely beaten. The anecdote was of the cha- 
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racter of an apologue, and pertained to game. 
This was, as it happened, a misfortune; for Mr. 
John Raikes had felt himself left hehind by the 
subject; and the stuff that was in this young 
man being naturally ebullient, he lay by to trip 
it, and take a lead. His remarks brought on him 
a shrewd cut from the Countess, which made 
matters worse; for a pun may also breed puns, 
as doth an anecdote. The Countess's stroke was 
so neat and perfect that it was something for the 
gentlemen to think over; and to punish her 
for gi^^Lng way to her cleverness and to petty 
vexation, " Hem ! " sounded once more, and 
then : ** May I ask you if the present Baronet is 
in England ? " 

Now Lady Jocelyn perceived that some attack 
was directed against her guest. She allowed the 
Countess to answer : 

** The eldest was drowned in the Lisbon 
waters : " 

And then said : " But who is it that per- 
sists in serving up the funeral baked meats to 
us?" 

Mrs. Shorne spoke for her neighbour : . " Mr. 
Famley's cousin was the steward of Sir Abraham 
Harrington's estates." 

The Countess held up her head boldly. There 
is a courageous exaltation of the nerves known to 
heroes and great generals in action when they feel 
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sure that resources within themselves will spring 
up to the emergency, and that over simple mortals 
success is positive. 

" I had a great respect for Sir Abraham,*' Mr. 
Farnley explained, "very great. I heard that 
this lady," (bowing to the Countess) "was his 
daughter." 

Lady Jocelyn's face wore an angry look, and 
Mrs. Shorne gave her the shade of a shrug and an 
expression implying, " I didn't ! " 

Evan was talking to Miss Jenny Graine at the 
moment rather earnestly. With a rapid glance at 
him, to see that his ears were closed, the Countess 
breathed : 

" Not the elder branch !— Cadet ! " 

The sort of noisy silence produced by half-a- 
dozen people respirating deeply and moving in 
their seats was heard. The Countess watched 
Mr. Farnley's mystified look, and whispered 
to Sir John : " Est-ce qu'il comprenne le Fran- 
9ais, lui ? " 

It was the final feather-like touch to her 
triumph. She saw safety and a clear escape, and 
much joyful gain, and the pleasure of relating her 
sufferings in days to come. This vista was before 
her when, harsh as an execution bell, telling her 
that she had vanquished man, but that Providence 
opposed her, "Mrs. Melchisedec Harrington!'' 
was announced to Lady Jocelyn. 
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Perfect stillness reigned immediately, as if the 
pic-nic had heard its doom. 

" Oh ! I will go to her," said her ladyship, 
whose first thought was to spare the family. 
** Andrew, come and give me your arm." 

But when she rose Mrs. Mel was no more than 
the length of an arm from her elbow. 

In the midst of the horrible anguish she was 
enduring, the Countess could not help criticising 
her mother's curtsey to Lady Jocelyn. Fine, but 
a shade too humble. Still it was fine ; all might 
not yet be lost. 

" Mama ! " she softly exclaimed, and thanked 
heaven that she had not denied her parent. 

Mrs. Mel did not notice her or any of her 
children. There was in her bosom a terrible 
determination to cast a devil out of the one she 
best loved. For this purpose, heedless of all pain 
to be given, or of impropriety, she had come to 
speak publicly, and disgrace and humiliate, that 
she might save him from the devils that had 
ruined his father. 

" My lady," said the terrible woman, thanking 
her in reply to an invitation that she should be 
seated, " I have come for my son. I hear he has 
been playing the lord in your house, my lady. I 
humbly thank your ladyship for your kindness to 
him, but he is nothing more than a tailor's son, 
and is bound a tailor himself that his father may 
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be called an honest man. I am come to take him 
away." 

Mrs. Mel seemed to speak without much effort, 
though the pale flush of her cheeks showed that 
she felt what she was doing. Juliana was pale as 
death, watching Rose. Intensely bright with the 
gem-like light of her gallant spirit, Rose's eyes 
fixed on Evan. He met them and smiled. The 
words of Ruth passed through his heart, nourish- 
ing him. With this angel lifting him up, what 
need he fear? If he reddened, the blush was 
taken up by love. But the Countess, who had 
given Rose to Evan, and the duke to Caroline, 
where was her supporter ? The duke was enter- 
taining Caroline with no less dexterity, and 
Rose's eyes said to Evan : " Feel no shame that 
I do not feel ! " but the Countess stood alone. 
It is ever thus with genius ! to quote the numerous 
illustrious authors who have written of it. 

What mattered it now that in the dead hush 
Lady Joceljoi should assure her mother that she 
had been misinformed, and that Mrs. Mel was 
presently quieted, and made to sit with others 
before the fruits and wines? All eyes were 
hateful — the very thought of Providence confused 
her brain. Almost reduced to imbecility, the 
Countess imagined, as a reality, that Sir Abraham 
had borne with her till her public announce- 
ment of relationship, and that then the outraged 
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ghost would no longer be restrained, and had 
struck this blow. She talked, she laughed, — 
she was unaware of what passed in the world. 

The crushed pic-nic tried to get a little air 
and made pathetic attempts at conversation* 
Mrs. Mel sat upon the company with the weight 
of all tailordom. 

And now a messenger came for Harry. Every- 
body was so zealously employed in the struggle 
to appear comfortable under Mrs. Mel, that his 
departure was hardly observed. The general feel- 
ing for Evan and his sisters, by their superiors in 
rank, was one of kindly pity. Laxley, however, 
did not behave well. He put up his glass and 
scrutinised Mrs. Mel, and then examined Evan, 
and Rose thought that in his interchange of glances 
with anyone there was a lurking revival of the 
scene gone by. She signalled with her eyebrows 
for Drummond to correct him, but Drummond 
had another occupation. Andrew made the diver- 
sion. He whispered to his neighbour, and the 
whisper went round, and the laugh; and Mr. 
John Raikes grew extremely uneasy in his seat, 
and betrayed an extraordinary alarm. But he also 
was soon relieved. A messenger had come from 
Harry to Mrs. Evremonde, bearing a slip of paper. 
This the lady glanced at, and handed it to 
Drummond. A straggling pencil had traced these 
words : 
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" Just nmning by S.W. gates — saw the Captain 
coming in — couldn't stop to stop him — tremendous 
huTTT — ^important. Harry J." 

Drummond sent the paper to Lady Jocelyn. 
After her perusal of it a scout was despatched 
to the summit of Olympus, and his report pro- 
claimed the adN-ance in the direction of the Bull- 
dogs of a smart tittle figure of a man in white hat 
and white trousers, who kept flicking his legs 
with a cane. 

Mrs. Evit?monde rose and conferred with her 
ladyship an instants and then Drummond took 
her arm quietly, and passed round Olympus to 
the east, and Lady Jocelyn broke up the sitting. 

Jutiana saw Rose go up to Evan and take his 
hand, and make him intivniuce her to his mother. 
She turned tiyidlv white, and went to a comer of 
the park by herself, and cried bitterly. 

Ladv Jocelyn, Sir Frwiks, and Sir John, 
remained bv the tables, but before the sju^sts were 
out of ear-shot, the individual signalled from 
Olympus presented himself. 

** There are times when one can't see what else 
to do but to tie," said her ladyship to Sir Franks, 
**and when we do tie the onlr wav is to tie 
intrepidly." 

Turning from her j^eridexed husband, she 
exclaimed: 

'Ah! Lawson?" 



THE BATTLE OF THE BULL-DOGS. 47 

Captain Evremonde lifted his hat, declining an 
intimacy. 

" Where is my wife, madam ? " 
*• Have you just come from the Arctic Regions ? " 
" I have come for my wife, madam ! " 
His unsettled grey eyes wandered restlessly on 
Lady Jocelyn's face. The Countess standing 
apart, near the duke, felt some pity for the 
wife of that cropped-headed, tight-skinned lunatic 
at large, but deeper was the Countess's pity for 
Lady Jocelyn, in thinking of the account she 
would have to render on the Day of Judgment, 
when she heard her ladyship reply : 
" Evelyn is not here." 

Captain Evremonde bowed profoundly, trailing 
his broad white hat along the sward, 

" Do me the favour to read this, madam," he 
said, and handed a letter to her. 

Lady Jocelyn raised her brows as she gathered 
the contents of the letter. 

" Ferdinand's handwriting ! " she exclaimed. 
" I accuse no one, madam, — I make no accusa- 
tion. I have every respect for you, madam, 
— you have my esteem. I am sorry to intrude, 
madam, an intrusion is regretted. My wife runs 
away from her bed, madam, — and I have the law, 
madam, — the law is with the husband. No 
force ! " He lashed his cane sharply against 
his white legs. " The law, madam. No brute 
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force ! *' His cane made a furious whirl, cracking 
again on his legs, as he reiterated, " The law ! " 

" Does the law advise you to strike at a tangent 
all over the country in search for her ? " inquired 
Lady Jocelyn. 

Captain Evremonde became ten times more 
voluble and excited. 

Mrs. Mel was heard by the Countess to say : 
" Her ladyship does not know how to treat 
madmen." 

Nor did Sir Franks and Sir John. They began 
expostulating with him. 

" A madman gets madder when you talk reason 
to him,'* said Mrs. Mel. 

And now the Countess stepped forward to Lady 
Jocelyn, and hoped she would not be thought 
impertinent in oflfering her opinion as to how this 
frantic person should be treated. The case indeed 
looked urgent. Many gentlemen considered them- 
selves bound to approach and be ready in case of 
need. Presently the Countess passed between 
Sir Franks and Sir John, and with her hand put 
up, as if she feared the furious cane, said: 

" You will not strike me ? " 

" Strike a lady, madam?" The cane and hat 
were simultaneously lowered. 

*' Lady Jocelyn permits me to fetch for you a 
gentleman of the law. Or will you accompany me 
to him?" 
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In a moment, Captain Evremonde's manners 
were subdued and civiKsed, and in perfectly sane 
speech he thanked the Countess and offered her 
his arm. The Countess smilingly waved back 
Sir John, who motioned to attend on her, and 
away she went with the Captain, with all the 
glow of a woman who feels that she is heaping 
coals of fire on the heads of her enemies. 

Was she not admired now ? 

"Upon my honour,'* said Lady Jocelyn, 
"they are a remarkable family," meaning the 
Harringtons. 

"What farther she thought she did not say, but 
she was a woman who looked to natural gifts more 
than the gifts of accidents ; and I think Evan*s 
chance stood high with her then. So the battle of 
the Bull-dogs was fought, and cruelly as the 
Countess had been assailed and wounded, she 
gained a brilliant victory; yea, though Demo- 
gorgon, aided by the vindictive ghost of Sir 
Abraham, took tangible shape in the ranks 
opposed to her. True, Lady Jocelyn, forgetting 
her own recent intrepidity, condemned her as a 
liar; but the fruits of the Countess's victory 
were plentiful. Drummond Forth, fearful per- 
haps of exciting unjust suspicions in the mind 
of Captain Evremonde, disappeared altogether. 
Harry was in a mess which threw him almost 
upon Evan's mercy, as will be related. And, 
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lastly, Ferdinand Laxley, that insufferable young 
aristocrat, was thus spoken to by Lady Jocelyn. 

" This letter addressed to Lawson, telling him 
that his wife is here, is in your hand-writing, 
Ferdinand. I don't say you wrote it — I don't 
think you could have written it. But, to tell 
you the truth, I have an unpleasant impression 
about it, and I think we had better shake hands 
and not see each other for some time." 

Laxley, after one denial of his guilt, disdained 
to repeat it. He met her ladyship's hand 
haughtily, and, bowing to Sir Franks, turned on 
his heel. 

So, then, in glorious, complete victory, the 
battle of the Bull-dogs ended I 

Of the close of the pic-nic more remains to be 
told. 

For the present I pause, in observance of those 
rules which demand that after an exhibition of 
consummate deeds, time be given to the spectator 
to digest what has passed before him. 
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CHAPTER III. 

IN WHICH EVAN's light BEGINS TO TWINKLE 

AGAIN. 

The dowagers were now firmly planted on 
Olympus. Along the grass lay warm, strong 
colours of the evening sun, reddening the pine- 
stems and the idle aspen -leaves. For a moment 
it had hung in doubt whether the pic-nic could 
survive the two rude shocks it had received. 
Happily the youthful element was large, and 
when the band, refreshed by chicken and sherry, 
threw oflf half a dozen bars of one of those 
irresistible waltzes that first catch the ear, and 
then curl round the heart, till on a sudden they 
invade and will have the legs, a rush up Par- 
nassus was seen, and there were shouts and 
laughter and commotion, as over other great fields 
of battle the com will wave gaily and mark the 
re-establishment of nature's reign. 

How fair the sight! Approach the twirling 
couples. They talk as they whirl. 

*' Fancy the run-away tailor ! " is the male's 
remark, and he expects to be admired for it, 
and is. 

e2 
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" That make-up Countess — his sister, you 
know — didn't you see her? she turned green,'' 
says Creation's second effort, almost occupying 
the place of a rib. 

" Isn't there a run-away wife, too ? " 

" Now, you mustn't be naughty ! " 

They laugh and flatter one another. The 
power to give and take flattery to any amount 
is the rare treasure of youth. 

Undoubtedly they are a poetical picture ; but 
some poetical pictures talk dreary prose ; so we 
wiU retire. 

Now, while the dancers carried on their busi- 
ness, and distance lent them enchantment, Eose 
stood by Juliana, near an alder which hid them 
from the rest. 

"I don't accuse you," she was saying; "but 
who could have done this but you ? Ah, Juley ! 
you will never get what you want if you plot 
for it. I thought once you cared for Evan. If 
lie had loved you, would I not have done all 
tliat I could for you both ? I pardon you with 
all my heart, Juley." 

" Keep your pardon ! " was the angry answer. 
" I have done more for you, Eose. He is an 
adventurer, and I have tried to open your eyes 
and make you respect your family. You may 
accuse me of what you like, I have my con- 
science." 
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"And the friendship of the Countess,'* added 
Bose. 

Juliana's figure shook as if she had heen 
stung. 

" Go and he happy — don't stay here and taunt 
me," she said, with a ghastly look. " I suppose 
he can lie like his sister, and has told you all 
sorts of tales." 

" Not a word — ^not a word ! " cried Bose. " Do 
you think my lover could tell a lie ? " 

The superb assumption of the girl, and the 
true portrait of Evan's character which it flashed 
upon Juliana, were to the latter such intense 
pain, that she turned like one on the rack, ex- 
claiming : 

" You think so much of him ? You are so 
proud of him ? Then, yes ! I love him too, ugly, 
beastly as I am to look at ! Oh, I know what 
you think ! I loved him from the first, and 
I knew all about him, and spared him pain. 
I did not wait for him to fall from a horse. I 
watched every chance of his being exposed. I 
let them imagine he cared for me. Drummond 
would have told what he knew long before — 
only he knew there would not be much harm in 
a tradesman's son marrying me. And I have 
played into your hands, and now you taunt 
me!" 

Kose remembered her fretful unkindness to 
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Evan on the subject of his birth, when her 
feelings towards him were less warm. Dwelling 
on that alone, she put her arms round Juliana's 
stiffening figure, and said : " I dare say I am 
much more selfish than you. Forgive me, dear." 

Staring at her, Juliana replied, "Now you 
are acting." 

" No," said Eose, with a little effort to fondle 
her ; *' I only feel that I love you better for loving 
him." 

Generous as her words sounded, and were, 
Juliana intuitively struck to the root of them, 
which was comfortless. For how calm in its 
fortune, how strong in its love, must Rose's 
heart be, when she could speak in this unwonted 
wav! 

** Go, and leave me, pray," she said. 

£ose kissed her burning cheek. " I will do 
as you wish, dear. Try and know me better, 
and be sister Julev as vou used to be. I know 
I am thoughtless, and horribly vain and dis- 
agreeable sometimes. Do forgive me. I will 
love vou trulv." 

Half melting. Juliana pressed her hand. 

*' We are friends ? '' said Eose. "Good-bye ; " 
and her countenance lighted, and she moved 
away, so changed by her happiness! Juliana 
was joaIous of a love strong as she deemed her 
own to overcome obstacles. She called to her : 
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" Eose ! Bose, you will not take advantage of 
what I have told you, and repeat it to any one ? " 

Instantly Eose turned with a glance of full 
contempt over her shoulder. 

" To whom ? " she asked. 

" To any one." 

" To him ? He would not love me long, if I 
did!" 

Juliana burst into fresh tears, but Eose walked 
into the sunbeams and the circle of the music. 

Mounting Olympus, she inquired whether 
Ferdinand was within hail, as they were pledged 
to dance the first dance together. A few hints 
were given, and then Eose learnt that Ferdinand 
had been dismissed. 

" And where is he ? " she cried with her ac- 
customed impetuosity. " Mama ! — of course you 
did not accuse him — but, mama ! could you pos- 
sibly let him go with the suspicion that you 
thought him guilty of writing an anonymous 
letter ? " 

**Not at all," Lady Jocelyn replied. "Only 
the handwriting was so extremely like, and he 
was the only person who knew the address and 
the circumstances, and who could have a motive 
— though I don't quite see what it is — ^I thought 
it as well to part for a time." 

" But that's sophistry ! " said Eose. " You 
accuse or you exonerate. Nobody can be half 
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guilty. If you do not hold him innocent you 
are unjust ! " 

Lady Jocelyn rejoined: "Yes? It's singular 
what a stock of axioms young people have handy 
for their occasions." 

Eose loudly announced that she would right 
this matter. 

"I can^t think where Eose gets her passion 
for hot water," said her mother, as Eose ran down 
the ledge. 

Two or three young gentlemen tried to engage 
her for a dance. She gave them plenty of pro- 
mises, and hurried on till she met Evan, and 
almost out of breath, told him the shameful 
injustice that had been done to her friend. 

" Mama is such an Epicurean ! I really think 
she is worse than papa. This disgraceful letter 
looks like Ferdinand's writing, and she tells him 
so ; and, Evan ! will you believe that instead of 
being certain it's impossible any gentleman could 
do such a thing, she tells Ferdinand she shall feel 
more comfortable if she doesn^t see him for some 
time ? Poor Ferdinand ! He has had so much 
to bear ! " 

Too sure of his darling to be envious now of 
any man she pitied, Evan said, " I would forfeit 
my hand on his innocence ! " 

" And so would I," echoed Eose. *' Come to 
him with me, dear. Or no," she added, with a 
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little womanly discretion, " perhaps it woul4 not 
be so well — you*re not very much cast down 
what happened at dinner ? " 

" My darling ! I think of you." 

" Of me, dear ? Concealment is never of any 
service. What there is to be known people may 
as well know at once. They'll gossip for a month, 
and then forget it. Your mother is dreadfully 
outspoken, certainly ; but she has better maimers 
than many ladies — I mean people in a position : 
you understand me ? But suppose, dear, this 
had happened, and I had said nothing to mama, 
and then we had to confess ? Ah, you'll find I'm 
wiser than you imagine, Mr. Evan." 

" Haven't I submitted to somebody's lead ? " 

" Yes, but with a sort of ' under protest.' I 
saw it by the mouth. Not quite natural. You 
have been moody ever since — just a little. I 
suppose it's our manly pride. But I'm losing 
time. Will you promise me not to brood over 
that occurrence ? Think of me. Think every- 
thing of me. I am yours ; and, dearest, if I love 
you, need you care what anybody else thinks ? 
We wiU soon change their opinion," 

"I care so little," said Evan, somewhat un- 
truthfully, " that till you return I shall go and 
sit with my mother." 

" Oh, she has gone. She made her dear old 
antiquated curtsey to mama and the company. 
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* If my son has not been guilty of deception, I 
will leave him to your good pleasure, my lady.' 
That's what she said. Mama likes her, I know. 
But I wish she didn't mouth her words so pre- 
cisely : it reminds me of — " The Countess, 
Bose checked herself from saying. " Good-bye. 
Thank heaven ! the worst has happened. Do you 
know what I should do if I were you, and felt at 
all distressed ? I should keep repeating," Eose 
looked archly and deeply up under his eyelids, 
" * I am the son of a tradesman, and Kose loves 
me,' over and over, and then, if you feel ashamed, 
what is it of? " 

She nodded adieu, laughing at her own idea 
of her great worth ; an idea very firmly fixed 
in her fair bosom, notwithstanding. Mrs. Mel- 
ville said of her, "I used to think she had 
pride." Lady Jocelyn answered, " So she has. 
The misfortune is that it has taken the wrong 
turning." 

Evan watched the figure that was to him as 
that of an angel — ^no less ! She spoke so frankly 
to them as she passed : or here and there went on 
with a light laugh. It seemed an act of gracious- 
ness that she should open her mouth to one ! 
And, indeed, by virtue of a pride which raised 
her to the level of what she thought it well to do, 
Eose was veritably on higher ground than any 
present. She no longer envied her friend Jenny, 
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who, emerging from the shades, allured by the 
waltz, dislinked herself from William's arm, and 
whispered exclamations of sorrow at the scene 
created by Mr. Harrington's mother. Rose patted 
her hand, and said : " Thank you, Jenny dear : 
but don't be sorry. I'm glad. It prevents a 
number of private explanations/' 

" Still, dear ! " Jentiy suggested. 

" Oh ! of course, I should like to lay my whip 
across the shoulders of the person who arranged 
the conspiracy," said Eose. " And afterwards I 
don't mind returning thanks to him, or her, or 
them." 

William cried out, " I'm always on your side, 
Eose." 

"And I'll be Jenny's bridesmaid," rejoined 
Eose, stepping bUthely away from them. 

Evan debated whither to turn when Eose was 
lost to his eyes. He had no heart for dancing. 
Presently a servant approached, and said that Mr, 
Harry particularly desired to see him. From 
Harry's looks at table, Evan judged that the 
interview was not likely to be amicable. He 
asked the direction he was to take, and setting 
out with long strides, came in sight of John 
Eaikes, who walked in gloom, and was evi- 
dently labouring under one of his mountains 
of melancholy. Jack affected to be quite out 
of the world; but finding that Evan took the 
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hint in his usual prosy manner, was reduced 
to call after him, and finally to run and catch 
him. 

" Haven't you one single spark of curiosity ? ^' 
he began. 

" What about ? " said Evan. 

" Why, about my amazing luck ! You Kaven*t 
asked a question. A matter of course." 

Evan complimented him by asking a ques- 
tion : saying that Jack's luck certainly was 
wonderful. 

"Wonderful, you call it," said Jack, wither- 
ingly. " And what^s more wonderful is, that I'd 
give up all for quiet quarters in the Green Dragon. 
I knew I was prophetic. I knew I should regret 
that peaceful hostehy. Diocletian, if you like. 
I beg you to listen. I can't walk so fast without 
danger." 

"Well, speak out, man. What's the matter 
with you ? " cried Evan, impatiently. 

Jack shook his head : " I see a total absence of 
sympathy," he remarked. " I can't." 

" Then stand out of the way." 

Jack let him pass, exclaiming, with cold irony, 
" I will pay homage to a loftier Nine I " 

Mr. Baikes could not in his soul imagine that 
Evan was really so little inquisitive concerning a 
business of such importance as the trouble that 
j)ossessed him. He watched his friend striding 
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off, incredulously, and then commenced running 
in pursuit. 

" Harrington, I give in ; I surrender ; you 
reduce me to prose. Thy nine have conquered 
my nine ! — ^pardon me, old fellow. I'm immensely 
upset. This is the first day in my life that I ever 
felt what indigestion is. Egad, IVe got something 
to derange the best digestion going ! 

" Look here, Harrington. What happened to 
you to-day, I declare I think nothing of. You 
owe me your assistance, you do, indeed ; for if it 
hadn't been for the fearful fascinations of your 
sister — that divine Countess — I should have been 
engaged to somebody by this time, and profited 
by the opportunity held out to me, and which is 
now gone. Gone, I say! I'm disgraced. I'm 
betrayed. I'm known. And the worst of it is, 
I must face people. I daren't turn tail. Did you 
ever hear of such a dilemma ? " 

" Ay," quoth Evau, " what is it ? " 

Mr. Baikes turned pale. " Then you haven't 
heard of it?" 

" Not a word." 

" Then it's all for me to tell," returned Jack, 
groaning. "Harrington, I called on Messrs. 
Grist. I dined at the Aurora afterwards. Depend 
upon it, Harrington, we're led by a star. I mean, 
fellows with anything in them are. I recognised 
our Fallowfield host, and thinking to draw him 
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out, I told our mutual histories. Next day I went 
to Messrs. Grist, for tailor No. 2 — had to go nine 
days, you know. They proposed the membership 
for Fallowfield, five himdred a year, and the loan 
of a curricle, on condition. It's singular, Har- 
rington; before anybody knew of the condition I 
didn't care about it a bit. It seemed to me 
childish. Who would think of minding wearing 
a tin plate ? But now ! — the sufferings of Orestes 
— what are they to mine ? He wasn't tied to his 
Furies. They did hover a little above him ; but 
as for me, I*m scorched ; and I mustn't say where : 
my mouth is locked ; the social laws which forbid 
the employment of obsolete words arrest my pas- 
sionate exclamations of despair. I feel as if I 
were frying on my own conscience. What do you 
advise me to do ? " 

" Eh ? " quoth Evan, " a tin plate ? Is that the 
foundation of your fortune ? Oh, change your 
suit and renounce the curricle." 

** Will you measure me ? " 

" Jack ! Jack ! " said Evan softly. 

" There, pardon me, Harrington, pray. It's 
bile. My whole digestion's seriously deranged." 
You seemed happy this morning ? " 
Yes, but there was still the curst anticipation 
of its oozing out. I confess I didn't think I 
should feel it so acutely. But I'm awfully sensi- 
tive. And now it's known, I don^t seem to live 
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in front. My spirit somehow seems to have faced 
about. Now I see the malignant nature of that 
old wretch ! I told him over a pint of port — and 
what noble stuff is that Aurora port ! — I told him 
— I amused him till he was on the point of burst- 
ing — I told him I was such a gentleman as the 
world hadn't seen— minus money. So he deter- 
mined to launch me. And he has ! Harrington, 
I'm like a ship. Literally I carry my name 
behind. *John F. Eaikes, Gentleman.' I see 
the eyes of the world directed on it. It com- 
pletely blasts my genius. Upon my honour — I got 
it in your service — and you ought to claim part 
proprietorship. Oh ! I shall give up Fallowfield. 
Fancy the hustings ! It would be like hell ! Un- 
generous old man ! Oh ! why didn't I first — ass 
that I was ! — stipulate for silence. I should never 
have been in danger then, except when dancing, ■ 
or in a high wind. All my bright visions are 
faded." 

Evan listened to the tribulations of his friend 
as he would to those of a doll — the sport of' 
some experimental child. By this time he knew 
something of old Tom Cogglesby, and was not 
astonished that he should have chosen John 
Baikes to play one of his farces on. Jack turned 
off abruptly the moment he saw they were near- 
ing human figures, but soon returned to Evan's 
side, as if for protection. 
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** Hoy ! Harrington ! '* shouted Harry, beckon- 
ing to him. " Come, make haste ! I*m in a deuce 
of a mess.*' 

The two Wheedles — Susan and Polly — were 
standing in front of him, and after his call to 
Evan, he turned to continue some exhortation 
or appeal to the common sense*of women, largely 
indulged in by young men when the mischief is 
done. 

" Harrington, do speak to her. She looks 
upon you as a sort of parson. I can*t make her 
believe I didn't send for her. Of course, she 
knows I*m fond of her. My dear fellow,*' he 
whispered, " I shall be ruined if my grandmother 
hears of it. Get her away, please. Promise any- 
thing." 

Evan took her hand and asked for the child. 

" Quite well, sir," faltered Susan. 

" You should not have come here." 

Susan stared, and commenced whimpering: 
Didn't you wish it, sir ? " 

Oh, she's always thinking of being made a 
lady of," cried Polly. " As if Mr. Harry was 
going to do that. It wants a gentleman to do 
that." 

" The carriage came for me, sir, in the after- 
noon," said Susan, plaintively, " witli your com- 
pliments, and would I come. I thought " 

" What carriage ? " asked Evan. 
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Mr. Kaikes, who was ogling Polly, interposed 
grandly, " Mine ! " 

"And you sent in my name for this girl to 
come here ? " Evan turned wrathfully on him. 

" My dear Harrington, when you hit you knock 
down. The wise require hut one dose of experi- 
ence. The Countess wished it, and I did dis- 
patch." 

" The Countess ! " Harry exclaimed ; " Jove ! 
do you mean to say that the Countess *' 

" De Saldar," added Jack. ** In Britain none 
were worthy found.'' 

Harry gave a long whistle. 

"Leave at once," said Evan to Susan. " What- 
ever you may want send to me for. And when 
you think you can meet your parents, I will take 
you to them. Eememher that is what you must 
do." 

"Make her give up that stupidness of hers, 
about being made a lady of, Mr. Harrington," said 
the inveterate Polly. 

Susan here fell a-weeping. 

" I would go, sir," she said. " I'm sure I 
would obey you : but I can't. I can't go back to 
the inn. They're beginning to talk about me, 
because — ^because I can't — can't pay them, and 
I'm ashamed." 

Evan looked at Harry. 

" I forgot," the latter mumbled, but his face 
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was crimson. He put his hands in his pockets. 
" Do you happen to have a note or so ? " he 
asked. 

Evan took him aside and gave him what he 
had; and this amount, without inspection or 
reserve, Harry offered to Susan. She dashed 
his hand impetuously from her sight. 

" There, give it to me," said Polly. " Oh, Mr. 
Harry ! what a young man you are ! " 

Whether from the rebuff, or the reproach, or 
old feelings reviving, Harry was moved to go for- 
Vi ard, and lay his hand on Susan's shoulder and 
muttered something in her ear that softened her. 

Polly thrust the notes into her bosom, and with 
a toss of her nose, as who should say, " Here's 
nonsense they're at again," tapped Susan on the 
other shoulder, and said imperiously : " Come, 
Miss ! " 

Hurrying out a dozen sentences in one, Harry 
ended by suddenly kissing Susan's cheek, and 
then Polly bore her away ; and Harry, with great 
solemnity, said to Evan : 

" 'Pon my honour, I think I ought to ! I 
declare I think I love that girl. What's one's 
family? Wliy shouldn't you button to the one 
that just suits you ? That girl, when she's dressed, 
and in good trim, by Jove ! nobody'd know her 
from a bom lady. And as for grammar, I'd soon 
teach her that." 
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Harry began to whistle vacantly : a sign that 
he was thinking his hardest. 

"I confess to being considerably impressed 
by the maid Wheedle," said Mr. Raikes, very 
pompously. 

"Would you throw yourself away on her, 
Jack?" Evan inquired. 

Apparently forgetting his position, Mr. Raikes 
replied : 

" You ask, perhaps, a little too much of me. 
One owes some consideration to one's position. 
In the world's eyes a matrimonial slip outweighs 
a peccadillo. No. To much the maid might 
wheedle me, but to Hymen ! She's decidedly 
fresh and pert — ^the most delicious little fat lips 
and cocky nose ; but cease we to dwell on her, or 
of us two, lo ! one will be undone." 

Harry burst into a laugh : " Is this the T. P. 
for Fallowfield ? "• 

" M.P. I think you mean," quoth Mr. Raikes, 

serenely ; but a curious glance being directed 

towards him, and pursuing him pertinaciously, it 

was as if the pediment of the lofty monument 

Mr. Raikes stood on were smitten with violence. 

He stammered an excuse, and retreated somewhat 

as it is the fashion to do from the. presence of 

royalty, followed by Harry's roar of laughter, in 

which Evan cruelly joined. 

" Gracious powers ! " exclaimed the victim of 

f2 
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ambition, "I*m laughed at by the son of a 
tailor ! " and he edged once more into the shade 
of trees. 

It was a strange sight for Harry's relatives to 
see him arm-in-arm with the man he should have 
been kicking, challenging, denouncing, or what- 
ever the code prescribes : to see him talking to 
this young man earnestly, clinging to him affec- 
tionately, and when he separated from him, 
heartily wringing his hand. Well might they 
think that there was something extraordinary in 
these Harringtons. Convicted of Tailordom, these 
Harringtons appeared to shine with double lustre. 
How was it ? They were at a loss to say. They 
certainly could say that the Countess was egre- 
giously affected and vulgar; but who could be 
altogether complacent and sincere that had to 
fight so hard a fight? In this struggle with 
society I see one of the instances where success is 
entirely to be honoured and remains a proof of 
merit. For however boldly antagonism may 
storm the ranks of society, it will certainly be 
repelled, whereas affinity cannot be resisted; 
and they who, against obstacles of birth, claim 
and keep their position among the educated and 
refined, have that affinity. It is, on the whole, 
rare, so that society is not often invaded. I 
think it will have to front Jack Cade again before 
another Old Mel and his progeny shall appear. 
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You refuse to believe in Old Mel ? You know 
not nature's cunning. 

Mrs. Shome, Mrs. Melville, Miss Carrington, 
and many of the guests who observed Evan 
moving from place to place, after the exposure, 
as they called it, were amazed at his audacity. 
There seemed such a quietly superb air about 
him. He would not look out of his element ; and 
this, knowing what they knew, was his oflFence. 
He deserved some commendation for still holding 
up his head, but it was love and Eose who kept 
the fires of his heart alive. 

The sun had sunk. The figures on the summit 
of Parnassus were seen bobbing in happy placidity 
against the twilight sky. The sun had sunk, and 
many of Mr. Eaikes' best things were unspoken. 
Wandering about in his gloom, he heard a feminine 
voice : 

*' Yes, I will trust you." 

" You will not repent it," was answered. 

Recognising the Duke, Mr. Raikes cleared his 
throat. 

" A-hem, your Grace ! This is how the days 
should pass. I think we should diumally station 
a good London band on high, and play his Majesty 
to bed — ^the sun. My opinion is, it would im- 
prove the crops. I am not, as yet, a landed 
proprietor " 

The Duke stepped aside with him, and Mr. 
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John Kaikes addressed no one for the next twenty 
minutes. When he next came forth Parnassus 
was half deserted. It was known that old Mrs. 
Bonner had been taken with a dangerous attack, 
and under this third blow the pic-nic succumbed. 
Simultaneously with the messenger that brought 
the news to Lady Jocelyn, one approached Evan, 
and informed him that the Countess de Saldar 
urgently entreated him to come to the house with- 
out delay. He also wished to speak a few words 
to her, and stepped forward briskly. He had no 
prophetic intimations of the change this interview 
would bring upon him. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

THE HERO TAKES HIS RANK IN THE ORCHESTRA. 

The Countess was not in her dressing-room 
when Evan presented himself. She was in at- 
tendance on Mrs. Bonner, Conning said ; and 
the primness of Conning was a thing to have 
been noticed by anyone save a dreamy youth in 
love. Conning remained in the room, keeping 
distinctly aloof. Her duties absorbed her, but 
a presiding thought mechanically jerked back her 
head from time to time : being the mute form 
of, " Well, I never ! " in Conning's rank of 
life and intellectual capacity. Evan remained 
quite still in a chair, and Conning was cer- 
tainly a number of paces beyond suspicion, 
when the Countess appeared, and hurltng at 
the maid one of those feminine looks which con- 
tain huge quartos of meaning, vented the cold 
query: 

" Pray, why did you not come to me, as you 
were commanded ? " 

" I was not aware, my lady," Conning drew 
up to reply, and performed with her eyes a lofty 
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rejection of the volume cast at her, and a threat 
of several for offensive operations, if need were. 

The Countess spoke nearer to what she was 
implying : " You know I ohject to this : it is not 
the first time." 

" Would your ladyship please to say what your 
ladyship means ? " 

In return for this insolent challenge to throw 
off the mask, the Countess felt justified in punish- 
ing her hy being explicit. " Your irregularities 
are not of yesterday," she said, kindly making 
use of a word of double signification still. 

" Thank you, my lady." Conning accepted the 
word in its blackest meaning. " I am obliged to 
you. If your ladyship is to be believed, my 
character is not worth much. But I can make 
distinctions, my lady." 

Something very like an altercation was con- 
tinued in a sharp, brief undertone ; and then Evan, 
waking up to the affairs of the hour, heard 
Conning say : 

" I shall not ask your ladyship to give me a 
character." 

The Countess answering with pathos : " It 
would, indeed, be to give you one." 

He was astonished that the Countess should 
burst into tears when Conning had departed, and 
yet more so that his effort to console her should 
bring a bolt of wrath upon himself. 
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" Now, Evan, now see what you have done for 
US — do, and rejoice at it. The very menials 
insult us. You heard what that creature said? 
She can make distinctions. Oh ! I could heat her. 
They know it : all the servants know it : I can 
see it in their faces. I feel it when I pass them. 
The insolent wretches treat us as impostors ; and 
this Conning — to defy me ! Oh ! it comes of my 
devotion to you. I am properly chastised. I 
passed Eose's maid on the stairs, and her rever- 
ence was barely perceptible." 

Evan murmured that he was sorry, adding, 
foolishly : " Do you really care, Louisa, for what 
servants think and say ? " 

The Countess sighed deeply : " Oh ! you are 
too thick-skinned! Your mother from top to 
toe ! It is too dreadful ! What have I done to 
deserve it 7 Oh, Evan, Evan ! " 

Her head dropped in her lap. There was some- 
thing ludicrous to Evan in this excess of grief on 
account of such a business ; but he was tender- 
hearted, and wrought upon to declare that, 
whether or not he was to blame for his mother's 
intrusion that afternoon, he was ready to do what 
he could to make up to the Countess for her 
suflFeiings : whereat the Countess sighed again : 
asked him what he possibly could do, and doubted 
his willingness to accede to the most trifling 
request. 
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"No; I do in verity believe that were I to 
desire you to do aught for your own good alone, 
you would demur, Van." 

He assured her that she was mistaken. 

" We shall see," she said. 

"And if once or twice, I have run counter 
to you, Louisa — " 

" Abominable language ! " cried the Countess, 
stopping her ears like a child. " Do not excru- 
ciate me so. You laugh ! My goodness ! what 
will you come to ! " 

Evan checked his smile, and, taking her hand, 
said : " I must tell you, that, on the whole, I see 
nothing to regret in what has happened to-day. 
You may notice a change in the manners of the 
servants and some of the country squiresses, but 
I find none in the bearing of Z real ladies, the 
true gentlemen, towards me." 

"Because the change is too fine for you to 
perceive it," interposed the Countess. 

" Rose, then, and her mother, and her father ! " 
Evan cried impetuously. 

" As for Lady Jocelyn ! " the Countess shrugged : 
" And Sir Franks ! " her head shook : " and Hose, 
Hose is simply self-willed ; a * she will * or * she 
won't ' sort of little person. No criterion ! hence- 
forth the world is against us. We have to struggle 
with it : it does not rank us of it ! " 

Your feeling on the point is so exaggerated. 
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my dear Louisa," said Evan, " one can't bring 
reason to your ears. The tattle we shall hear we 
shall outlive. I care extremely for the good 
opinion of men, but I prefer my own ; and I do 
not lose it because my fatlier was in trade." 

" And your own name, Evan Harrington, is on 
a shop," the Countess struck in, and watched him 
severely from under her brow, glad to mark that 
he could still blush. 

" Oh, Heaven ! " she wailed to increase the 
effect, " on a shop ! a brother of mine ! " 

" Yes, Louisa, it is so. It may not last .... 
I did it — is it not better that a son should blush, 
than cast dishonour on his father's memory ? " 

** Eidiculous boy -notion ! " 

" Rose has pardoned it, Louisa — cannot you ? 
I find that the naturally vulgar and narrow- 
headed people, and cowards who never forego 
mean advantages, are those only who would con- 
demn me and my conduct in that." 

" And you have joy in your fraction of the world 
left to you ! " exclaimed his female-elder. 

Changing her manner to a winning softness, 
she said : " Let me also belong to the very small 
party 1 You have been really romantic, and most 
generous and noble ; only the shop smells ! But, 
never mind, promise me you will not enter it." 

" I hope not," said Evan. 

" You do hope that you will not officiate ? 
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Oh, Evan ! the eternal contemplation of gen- 
tlemen's legs ! think of that ! Think of yourself 
sculptured in that attitude ! A fine young man ! '* 
Innumerable little pricks and stings shot over 
Evan's skin. 

" There — there, Louisa ! ** he said, impatiently ; 
" spare your ridicule. We go to London to- 
morrow, and when there I expect to hear that I 
have an appointment, and that this engagement 
is over." He rose and walked up and down the 
room. 

"I shall not be prepared to go to-morrow," 
remarked the Countess, drawing her figure up 
stiffly. 

** Oh ! well, if you can stay, Andrew will take 
charge of you, I dare say." 

"No, my dear, Andrew will not — a nonentity 
cannot — you must." 

" Impossible, Louisa," said Evan, as one who 
imagines he is uttering a thing of little conse- 
quence. " I promised Eose." 

" You promised Eose that you would abdicate 
and retire ? Sweet, loving girl ! " 

Evan made no answer. 

" You will stay with me, Evan." 

" I really can't," he said in his previous careless 
tone. 

" Come and sit down," cried the Countess, 
imperiously. " The first trifle is refused. It 
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does not astonish me. I will honour you now 
by talking seriously to you. I have treated you 
hitherto as a child. Or, no — " she stopped her 
mouth ; ** it is enough if I tell you, dear, that 
poor Mrs. Bonner is dying, and that she desires 
my attendance on her to refresh her spiiit with 
readings on the Prophecies, and Scriptural con- 
verse. No other soul in the house can so soothe 
her." 

" Then stay,** said Evan. 

" Unprotected in the midst of enemies ! 
Truly ! " 

" I think, Louisa, if you can call Lady Jocelyn 
an enemy, you must read the Scriptures by a 
false light.** 

" The woman is an utter heathen !'* interjected 
the Countess. "An infidel can be no friend. 
She is therefore the reverse. Her opinions em- 
bitter her mother's last days. But now you will 
consent to remain with me, dear Van ! '* 

An implacable negative responded to the urgent 
appeal of her eyes. 

" By the way,'* he said, for a diversion, " did 
you know of a girl stopping at an inn in Fal- 
lowfield ? ** 

" Know a barmaid ? '* the Countess left her 
eyes and mouth wide at the question. 

Did you send Eaikes for her to-day ?** 

Did Mr. Eaikes — ah, Evan! that creature 
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reminds me, you have no sense of contrast. For 
a Brazilian ape — ^he resembles, if he is not truly 
one — what contrast is he to an EngUsh gentle- 
man ! His proximity and acquaintance — rich as 
he may be — disfigure you. Study contrast ! " 

Evan had to remind her that she had not 
answered him : whereat she exclaimed : " One 
would really think you had never been abroad. 
Have you not evaded me, ratlier ? ^' 

The Countess commenced fanning her languid 
brows, and then pursued : " Now, my dear 
brother, I may conclude that you will acquiesce 
in my moderate wishes. You remain. My 
venerable friend cannot last three days. She is 
on the brink of a better world ! I will confide 
to you that it is of the utmost importance we 
should be here, on the spot, until the sad termi- 
nation ! That is what I summoned you for. You 
are now at liberty. Ta-ta, as soon as you please." 

She had baffled his little cross-examination 
with regard to Mr. Raikes, but on the other 
point he was firm. She would listen to nothing : 
she affected that her mandate had gone forth, 
and must be obeyed ; tapped with her foot, 
fanned deliberately, and was a consummate 
queen, till he turned the handle of the door, 
when her complexion deadened, she started up, 
trembling, and tripping towards him, caught him 
by the arm, and said : " Stop ! After all that I 
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have sacrificed for you ! As well try to raise the 
dead as a Dawley from the dust lie grovels in ! 
Why did I consent to visit this place ? It was 
for you. I came, I heard that you had disgraced 
yourself in drunkenness at Fallowfield, and I 
toiled to eclipse that, and I did. Young Jocelyn 
thought you were what you are : I could spit the 
word at you ! and I dazzled him to give you time 
to win this minx, who will spin you like a top 
if you get her. That Mr. Foiiih knew it as well, 
and that vile young Laxley. They are gone ! 
Why are they gone ? Because they thwarted me 
— they crossed your interests — I said they should 
go. George Uploft is going to-day. The house 
is left to us ; and I believe firmly that Mrs. 
Bonner's will contains a memento of the effect 
of our frequent religious conversations. So you 
would leave now? I suspect nobody, but we 
are all human, and wills would not have been 
tampered with for the first time. Besides," and 
the Countess's imagination warmed till she 
addressed her brother as a confederate, " we 
shall then see to whom Beckley Court is be- 
queathed. Either way it may be yours. Yours, 
and you suffer their plots to drive you forth. Do 
you not perceive that mama was brought here 
to-day on purpose to shame us and cast us out ? 
We are surrounded by conspiracies, but if our 
faith is pure who can hurt us? If I had not 
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that consolation — ^would that you had it, too ! — 
would it be endurable to me to see those menials 
whispering and showing their forced respect? 
Ag it is, I am fortified to forgive them. I 
breathe another atmosphere. Oh, Evan ! you did 
not attend to Mr. Parsley's beautiful last sermon. 
The Church should have been your vocation." 

From vehemence the Countess had subsided 
to a mournful gentleness. She had been too ex- 
cited to notice any changes in her brother's face 
during her speech, and when he turned from the 
door, and still eyeing her fixedly, Ijed her to a 
chair, she fancied from his silence that she had 
subdued and convinced him. A delicious sense 
of her power, succeeded by a weary reflection 
that she had constantly to employ it, occupied 
her mind, and when presently she looked up 
from the shade of her hand, it was to agitate her 
head pitifully at her brother. 

"All this you have done for me, Louisa," he 
said. 

Yes, Evan, — all ! " she fell into his tone. 
And you are the cause of Laxley's going? 
Did you know anything of that anonymous 
letter ? '' 

He was squeezing her hand — ^with grateful 
affection, as she was deluded to imagine. 

"Perhaps, dear, — a little," her conceit prompted 
her to admit. 
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" Did you write it ? " 

He gazed intently into her eyes, and as the 
question shot like a javelin, she tried ineffectually 
to disengage her fingers ; her delusion waned ; 
she took fiight, but it was too lute ; he had 
struck the truth out of her before she could 
speak. Her spirit writhed like a snake in his 
hold. Innumerable things she was ready to say, 
and strove to; the words would not form on 
her lips. 

" I will be answered, Louisa." 

The stem imperious manner he had assumed 
gave her no hope of eluding him. With an 
inward gasp, and a sensation of nakedness alto- 
gether new to her, dismal, and alarming, she felt 
that she could not lie. Like a creature forsaken 
of her staunchest friend, she could have flung 
herself to the floor. The next instant her natural 
courage restored her. She jumped up and stood 
at bay. 

"Yes. I did." 

And now he was weak, and she was strong, 
and used her strength. 

" I yncote it to save you. Yes. Call on your 

Creator, and be my judge, if you dare. Never, 

never will you meet a soul more utterly devoted 

to you, Evan. This Mr. Forth, this Laxley, I 

said, should go, because they were resolved to 

ruin you, and make you base. They are gone. 
VOL. ui. a 
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The responsibility I take on myself. Nightly — 
during the remainder of my days — I will pray 
for pardon." 

He raised his head to ask sombrely : ** Is your 
handwriting like Laxley's ? " 

"It seems so," she answered, with a pitiful 
sneer for one who could arrest her exaltation to 
inqtiire about minutise. " Eight or wrong, it is 
done, and if you choose to be my judge, think 
whether your own conscience is clear. Why did 
you come here ? Why did you stay ? You have 
your free will, — do you deny that ? Oh, I will 
take the entire blame, but you must not be a 
hypocrite. Van. You know you were aware. We 
had no confidence. I was obliged to treat you 
like a child ; but for you to pretend to suppose 
that roses grow in your path — oh, that is paltry ! 
You are a hypocrite or an imbecile, if that is 
your course." 

Was he not something of the former ? The 
luxurious mist in which he had been lining, dis- 
persed before his sister's bitter words, and, as 
she designed he should, he felt himself her 
accomplice. But, again, reason stiniggled to 
enlighten him; for surely he would never have 
done a thing so disproportionate to the end to 
be gained ! It was the nnconnected action of 
his br^n that thus advised him. No thoroughly- 
fashioned, clear-spirited man conceives wicked- 
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ness impossible to him : but wickochiess so 
largely mixed with folly, tlie best of us may 
reject as not among our temptations. Evan, 
since his love had dawTied, had begun to talk 
•with his own nature, and though he knew not 
yet how much it would sti'etch or contract, he 
knew that he was weak and could not perform 
moral wonders without severe struggles. The 
cynic may add, if he likes — or without potent 
liquors. 

Could he be his sisters judge? It is dan- 
gerous for young men to be too good. They 
are so sweeping in their condemnations ; so 
sublime in tlieir conceptions of excellence, and 
the most finished Puritan cannot out- do their 
demands upon frail humanity. Evan's momen- 
tary self-examination saved him from this, and 
he told the Countess, with a sort of cold com- 
passion, that he himself dared not blame her. 

His tone was distinctly wanting in admiration 

of hef, but she was somewhat over-wrought, and 

leaned her shoulder against him, and became 

immediately his affectionate, only too-zealous, 

sister ; dearly to be loved, to be forgiven, to be 

prized: and on condition of inserting a special 

petition for pardon in her orisons, to live with 

a calm conscience, and to be allowed to have 

her own way with him during the rest of her 

days. 

a 2 
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It was a happy union — a picture that the 
Countess was lured to admire in the glass. 

Sad that so small a murmur should desti*oy it 
for ever ! 

"What?" cried the Countess bursting from 
his arm. 

" Go ? " she emphasised with the hardness of 
determined unbelief, as if plucking the words, 
one by one, out of her reluctant ears. " Go to 
Lady Jocelyn, and tell her I tvrote the letter ? " 

"You can do no less, I fear," said Evan, 
eyeing the floor and breathing a deep breath. 

" Then I did hear you correctly ? Oh, you 
must be mad — idiotic ! There, pray go away, 
Evan. Come in the morning. You are too 
much for my nerves." 

Evan rose, putting out his hand as if to take 
hers and plead with her. She rejected the first 
motion, and repeated her desire for him to leave 
her ; saying, cheerfully : 

" Good night, dear ; I dare say we shan\ mer 
till the morning." 

"You can*t let this injustice continue a sin/ 
night, Louisa ? " said he. 

She was deep in the business of arrangir 
portion of her attire. 

" Go — go ; please," she responded. 

Lingering, he said : " If I go, it will be sb 
to Lady Jocelyn." 
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She stamped angrily. 

" Only go ! " and then she found him gone, and 
she stooped lower to the glass to mark if the 
recent agitation were observable under her e3'es. 
There, looking at herself, her heart dropped 
heavily in her bosom. She ran to the door and 
hurried swiftly after Evan, pulling him back 
speechlessly. 

" Where are you going, Evan ? " 

" To Lady Jocelyn." 

The unhappy victim of her devotion stood 
panting. 

" If you go, I — I take poison ! " 

It was for him now to be struck ; but he was 
suflFering too strong an anguish to be susceptible 
to mock tragedy. The Countess paused to study 
him. She began to fear her brother. " I will ! " 
she reiterated wildly, without moving him at all. 
And the quiet inflexibility of his face forbade 
the ultimate hope which lies in giving men a 
dose of hysterics when they are obstinate. She 
tried by taunts and angry vituperations to make 
him look fierce, if but an instant, to precipitate 
her into an exhibition she was so well prepared 
for. 

" Evan ! what ! after all my love, my confidence 
in you — I need not have told you — to expose us! 
Brother? would you? Oh!" 

" I will not let this last another hour,*^ said 
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Evan, firmly, at the same time seeking to caress 
her. She spurned his fruitless affection, feeling, 
nevertheless^ how cruel was her fate; for, with 
any other save a brother, she had arts at her 
disposal to melt the manliest resolutions. The 
glass showed her that her face was pathetically 
pale ; the tones of her voice were rich and 
harrowing. What did they avail with a brother? 

" Promise me," she cried eagerly, " promise me 
to stop here — on this spot — till I return." 

The promise was extracted. The Countess 
went to fetch Caroline. 

Evan did not count the minutes. One thought 
was mounting in his brain — the scorn of Eose. 
He felt that he had lost her. Lost her when he 
had just won her ! He felt it, without realising 
it. The first blows of an immense grief are dull, 
and strike the heart through wool, as it were. 
The belief of the young in their sorrow has to be 
flogged into them, on the good old educational 
principle. Could he do less than this he was 
about to do ? Rose had wedded her noble nature 
to him, and it was as much her spirit as his own 
that urged him thus to forfeit her, to be worthy 
of her by assuming unworthiness. There he sat 
neither conning over his determination nor the 
cause for it, revolving Rose's words about Laxley, 
and nothing else. The words were so sweet anc 
80 bitter ; every now and then the heavy smitin 
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on his heart set it quivering and leaping, as the 
whip starts a jaded horse. 

Meantime the Countess was participating in a 
iritty conversation in the drawing-room with Sir 
John and the Duke, Miss Current, and others ; 
and it was not till after she had displayed many 
graces, and, as one or two ladies presumed to 
consider, marked effrontery, tliat she rose and 
drew Caroline away with her. Returning to her 
dressing-room, she found that Evan had faithfully 
kept his engagement ; he was on the exact spot 
where she had left him. 

Caroline came to him swiftly, and put her hand 
to his forehead that she might the better peruse 
his features, saying in her mellow caressing voice : 
" What is this, dear Van, that you will do ? Why 
do you look so wretched ? '* 

" Has not Louisa told you ? " 

" She has told me something, dear, but I don't 
know what it is. That you are going to expose 
us ? What further exposure do we need ? I*m 
sure, Van, my pride — ^what I had — ^is gone. I 
have none left ! " 

Evan kissed her brows warmly. An explana- 
tion, full of the Countess's passionate outcries of 
justification, necessity, and innocence in higher 
than fleshly eyes, was given, and then the three 
were silent. 

"But, Van," Caroline commenced, depreca- 
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tingly, "my darling! of what use — now! Whether 
right or wrong, why should you, why should you, 
when the thing is done, dear ? — think ! " 

" And you, too, would let another suffer under 
an unjust accusation ? " said Evan. 

" But, dearest, it is surely your duty to think 
of your family first. Have we not been afflicted 
enough ? Why should you lay us under this 
fresh burden ? " 

" Because it*s better to bear all now than a life 
of remorse," answered Evan. 

" But this Mr. Laxley — I cannot pity him ; he 
has behaved so insolently to you throughout! 
Let him suffer." 

" Lady Jocelyn," said Evan, " has been unin- 
tentionally unjust to him, and after her kindness 
— apart from the right or wrong — I will not — I 
can t allow her to continue so." 

"After her kindness!" echoed the Countess, 
who had been fuming at Caroline's weak expostu- 
lations. " Kindness ! have I not done ten times 
for these Jocelyns what they have done for us ? 
mon Dieu ! why, I have bestowed on them the 
membership for Fallowfield : I have saved her 
from being a convicted liar this very day. Worse ! 
for what would have been talked of the morals of 
the house, supposing the scandal. Oh ! indeed I 
was tempted to bring that horrid mad Captain 
into the house face to face with his flighty doll of 
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a "Wife, as I, perhaps, should Iiavc done, acting by 
the dictates of my conscience. I lied for I^ady 
Jocelyn, and handed the man to a lawyer, who 
"withdrew him. And this they owe to me ! 
Kindness ? they have given us bed and board, as 
the people say. I have repaid them for that.'* 

" Pray be silent, Louisa," said Evan, getting up 
hastily, for the sick sensation Hose had experi- 
enced came over him. His sister's plots, her 
untruth, her coarseness, clung to him and seemed 
part of his blood. He now had a personal desire 
to cut himself loose from the wretched entangle- 
ment revealed to him, whatever it cost. 

"Are you really, truly going?" Caroline ex- 
claimed, for he was near the door. 

" At a quarter to twelve at night !" sneered the 
Countess, still imagining that he, like herself, 
must be partly acting. 

" But, Van, is it — dearest, think ! is it manly 
for a brother to go and tell of his sister ? And 
how would it look ? " 

Evan smiled. "Is it that that makes you 
unhappy ? Louisa's name will not be mentioned 
— be sure of that." 

Caroline was stooping forward to him. Her 
figure straightened : " Good Heaven, Evan ! you 
are not going to take it on yourself? Eose! — 
she will hate you." 

" God help me ! " he cried internally. 
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" Oh, Evan, darling ! consider, reflect ! " She 
fell on her knees, catching his hand. " It is 
worse for us that yoM should suffer, dearest ! 
Think of the dreadful meanness and baseness of 
what you will have to acknowledge." 

" Yes ! " sighed the youth, and his eyes, in his 
extreme pain, turned to the Countess reproach- 
fully. 

" Think, dear," Caroline hurried on, ** he gains 
nothing for whom you do this — you lose all. It 
is not your deed. You will have to speak an 
untruth. Your ideas are wrong — wrong, I know 
they are. You will have to lie. But if you are 
silent, the little, little blame that may attach to 
us will pass away, and we shall be happy in see- 
ing our brother happy." 

" You are talking to Evan as if he had reli- 
gion," said the Countess, with steady sedateness. 
And at that moment, from the . sublimity of his 
pagan virtue, the young man groaned for some 
pure certain light to guide him: the question 
whether he was about to do right made him weak. 
He took Carohne's head between his two hands, 
and kissed her mouth. The act brought Eose to 
his senses insufferably, and she — his goddess of 
truth and his sole guiding light — spurred him 
afresh. 

** The dishonour of my family, Caroline, is 
mine, and on me the public burden of it rests. 
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Say nothing more — don't tliink of me. I will not 
be moved from what I have resolved. I go to 
Lady Jocelyn to-night. To-morrow we leave, 
and there's the end. Louisa, if you have any 
new schemes for my welfare, I beg you to 
renounce them." 

" Gratitude I never expected from a Dawley !" 
the Countess retorted. 

" Oh, Louisa ! he is going ! " cried Caroline ; 
" kneel to him with me : stop him : Rose 
loves him, and he is going to make her hate 
him." 

"You can't talk reason to one who's mad," 
said the Countess, more like the Dawley she 
sprang from than it would have pleased her to 
know. 

** My darling ! My own Evan ! it will kill me," 
Caroline exclaimed, and passionately imploring 
him, she looked so hopelessly beautiful, that 
Evan was agitated, and caressed her, while he 
said softly : ** Where our honour is not involved 
I would submit to your smallest wish." 

** It involves my life — my destiny !" murmured 
Caroline. 

Could he have known the double meaning in 
her words, and what a saving this sacrifice of 
his was to accomplish, he would not have 
turned to do it feeling abandoned of heaven 
and earth. 
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The Countess stood rigidly as he went forth. 
Caroline was on her knees, sobbing. 

" The dishonour of my family is mine, and on 
me the burden of it rests." 

That was the chant that rose in Caroline's 
bosom. 
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CHAPTER V. 

A PAGAN SACRIFICE. 

Three steps from the Countess's chamber door, 
the knot of Evan's resolution began to slacken. 
The clear light of his simple duty grew cloudy and 
complex. His pride would not let him think that 
he was shrinking, but cried out in him, *' Will 
you be believed ? " and whispered that few would 
believe him guilty of such an act. Yet, while 
something said that full surely Lady Jocelyn 
would not, a vague dread that Rose might, threw 
him back on the luxury of her love and faith in 
him. He found himself hoping that his statement 
would be laughed at. Then why make it ? 

No : that was too blind a hope. Many would 
take him at his word ; all — all save Lady Jocelyn ! 
Rose the first ! Because he stood so high with her 
now he feared the fall. Ah, dazzling pinnacle ! our 
darlings shoot us up on a wondrous juggler's pole, 
and we talk familiarly to the stars, and are so 
much above everybody, and ti*y to walk like 
creatures with two legs, forgetting that we have 
but a pin's point to stand on up there. Probably 
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the absence of natural motion inspires the pro- 
phecy that we must ultimately come down : our 
unused legs wax morbidly restless. Evan thought 
it good that Rose should lift her head to look at 
hinri ; nevertheless, he knew that Rose would turn 
from him the moment he descended from his 
superior station. Nature is wise in her young 
children, though they wot not of it, and are 
always trying to rush away from her. They 
escape their wits sooner than their instincts. 

But was not Rose involved in him, and part 
of him ? Had he not sworn never to renounce 
her ? What was this but a betrayal ? 

Go on, young man : fight your fight. The little 
imps pluck at you : the big giant assails you : the 
seductions of the soft-mouthed syren are not 
wanting. Slacken the knot an instant, and they 
will all have play. And the worst is, that you 
may be wrong, and they may be right ! For is it, 
can it be proper for you to stain the silvery white- 
ness of your skin by plunging headlong into yon- 
der pitch-bath ? Consider the defilement ! Con- 
template your hideous aspect on issuing from that 
black baptism ! 

As to the honour of your family, Mr. Evan 
Harrington, pray, of what sort of metal consists 
the honour of a tailor's family ? 

One little impertinent imp ventured upon that 
question on his own account. The clever beast 
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was torn back and strangled instantaneously by 
his experienced elders, but not before Evan's 
pride had answered him. Exalted by Love, he 
could dread to abase himself and strip off his 
glittering garments ; lowered by the world, he fell 
back upon his innate worth. 

Yes, he was called on to prove it ; he was on 
his way to prove it. Surrendering his dearest and 
his best, casting aside his dreams, his desires, his 
aspirations, for this stern duty, he at least would 
know that he made himself doubly worthy of her 
who abandoned him, and the world would scorn 
him by reason of his absolute merit. Coming to 
this point, the knot of his resolve tightened again : 
he hugged it with the furious zeal of a martyr. 

Religion, the lack of which in him the Countess 
deplored, would have guided him and silenced the 
internal strife. But do not despise a virtue purely 
Pagan. The young who can act readily up to the 
Christian light are happier, doubtless : but they 
are led, they are passive : I think they do not 
make such capital Christians subsequently. They 
are never in such danger, we know ; but some ih 
the flock are more than sheep. The heathen 
ideal it is not so very easy to attain, and those 
who mount from it to the Christian have, in my 
humble thought, a firmer footing. 

So Evan fought his hard fight from the top of 
the stairs to the bottom. A Pagan, which means 
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our poor unsupported flesh, is never certain of his 
victory. Now you will see him kneeling to his 
gods, and anon drubbing them ; or he makes them 
fight for him, and is complacent at the issue. 
Evan had ceased to pick his knot with one hand 
and pull it with the other : but not finding Lady 
Jocel3ai below, and hearing that she had retired 
for the night, he mounted the stairs, and the strife 
recommenced from the bottom to the top. Strange 
to say, he was almost unaware of any struggle 
going on within him. The suggestion of the 
foolish little imp alone was loud in the heart of 
his consciousness ; the rest hung more in his 
nerves than in his brain. He thought : " Well, I 
will speak it out to her in the morning ; " and 
thought so sincerely, while an ominous sigh of 
rehef at the reprieve rose from his over- burdened 
bosom. 

Hardly had the weary deep breath taken flight, 
when the figure of Lady Joceljoi was seen advanc- 
ing along the corridor, with a lamp in her hand. 
She trod heavily, in a kind of march, as her habit 
was ; her large fully-open grey eyes looking 
straight ahead. She would have passed him, and 
he would have let her pass, but seeing the unusual 
pallor on her face, his love for this lady moved him 
to step forward and express a hope that she had 
no present cause for sorrow. 

Hearing her mother's name. Lady Jocelyn was 
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about to return a conyentional answer. Kecog- 
nising Evan, she said : 

" Ah ! Mr. Harrington ! Yes, I fear it's as bad 
as it can be. She can scarcely outlive the night." 

Again he stood alone: his chance was gone. 
How could he speak to her in her affliction ? Her 
calm, sedate visage had the beauty of its youth, 
when lighted by the animation that attends meet- 
ings or farewells. In her bow to Evan, he beheld 
a lovely kindness more unique, if less precious, 
than anything he had ever seen on the face of 
Bose. Half exultingly, he reflected that no 
opportunity would be allowed him now to teach 
that noble head and truest of human hearts to 
turn from him : the clear-eyed morrow would 
come : the days of the future would be bright as 
other days ! 

Wrapped in the comfort of his cowardice, he 
started to see Lady Jocelyn advancing to him 
again. 

"Mr. Harrington," she said, "Rose tells me 
you leave us early in the morning. I may as well 
shake your hand now. We part very good 
friends. I shall always be glad to hear of you." 

Evan pressed her hand, and bowed. " I thank 
you, madam," was all he could answer. 

" It will be better if you don't write to Rose." 

Her tone was rather that of a request than an 
injunction. 

TOL. III. H 
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** I have no right to do so, madam." 

" She considers that you have : I wish her to 
have a fair trial." 

" Madam ! " His voice quavered. The philo- 
sophic lady thought it time to leave him. 

" So good-bye. I can trust you without extract- 
ing a promise. If you ever have need of a friend, 
you know you are at liberty to write to me." 

" You are tired, madam ? " He put this ques- 
tion more to dally with what he ought to be saying. 

" Tolerably. Your sister, the Countess, relieves 
me in the night. I fancy my mother finds her 
the better nurse of the two." 

Lady Jocelyn's face lighted in its gracious plea- 
sant way, as she just inclined her head: but the 
mention of the Countess and her attendance on 
Mrs. Bonner had nerved Evan : the contrast of 
her hypocrisy and vile scheming with this most 
open, noble nature, acted like a new force within 
him. He begged Lady Jocelyn's permission to 
speak with her in private. Marking his fervid 
appearance, she looked at him seriously. 

" Is it really important ? " 

" I cannot rest, madam, till it is spoken." 

" I mean, it doesn't pertain to the delirium ? 
We may sleep upon that." 

He divined her sufficiently to answer : " It 
concerns a piece of injustice done by you, madam, 
and which I can help you to set right." 
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Lady Jocelyn stared somewhat. " Follow me 
into my dressing-room/' she said, and led the 
way. 

Escape was no longer possible. He was on 
the march to execution, and into the darkness 
of his brain danced Mr. John Raikes, with 
his grotesque tribulations. It was the harsh 
sayour of reality that conjured up this flighty 
being, who probably never felt a sorrow or a 
duty. The farce Jack lived was all that Evan's 
tragic bitterness could revolve, and seemed to 
be the only light in his mind. You might have 
seen a smile on his mouth when he was ready 
to ask for a bolt from heaven to crush him. 

" Now," said her ladyship, and he found that 
the four walls enclosed them, " what have I been 
doing ? " 

She did not bid him be seated. Her brevity 
influenced him to speak to the point. 

" You have dismissed Mr. Laxley, madam : he 
is innocent." 

" How do you know that ? " 

"Because, madam," — a whirl of sensations 
beset the wretched youth, — " because I am guilty." 

His words had run a-head of his wits ; and in 
answer to Lady JoceljTi's singular exclamation he 
could simply repeat them. 

Her head drew back ; her face was slightly 

raised ; she looked, as he had seen her sometimes 

n2 
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look at the Countess, with a sort of speculative 
amazement. 

" And why do you come to tell me ? " 

" For the reason that I cannot allow you to be 
unjust, madam.'* 

" What on earth was your motive ? " 

Evan stood silent, flinching from her frank 
eyes. 

"Well, well, well!*' Her ladyship dropped 
into a chair, and thumped her knees. 

There was lawyer's blood in Lady Jocelyn's 
veins : she had the judicial mind. A confession 
was to her a confession. She tracked actions 
up to a motive ; but one who came voluntarily to 
confess needed no sifting. She had the habit of 
treating things spoken as facts. 

" You absolutely wrote that letter to Mrs. 
Evremonde's husband ! " 

Evan bowed, to avoid hearing his own He. 

" You discovered his address and wrote to him, 
and imitated Mr. Laxley's handwriting, to effect 
the purpose you may have had ? " 

Her credulity did require his confirmation of 
it, and he repeated ; " It is my deed, madam." 

" Hum ! And you sent that premonitory slip 
of paper to her ? " 

" To Mrs. Evremonde, madam ? " 

" Somebody else was the author of that per- 
haps ? " 
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" Madam, it is all on me." 

" In that case, Mr. Harrington, I can only say 
that it's quite right you should quit tlds house 
to-morrow morning." 

Her ladyship commenced rocking in her chair, 
and then added : ^' ilay I ask, have you madness 
in your family ? No ? Because when one can't 
discern a motive, it*s natural to ascribe certain 
acts to madness. Had Mrs. Evremonde offended 
you ? or Ferdinand — but one only hears of such 
practices towards fortunate rivals, and now you 
have come to undo what you did ! I must admit 
that, taking the monstrousness of the act and the 
inconsequence of your proceedings together, the 
whole affair becomes more incomprehensible to 
me than it was before. Would it be unpleasant 
to you to favour me with explanations ? " 

She saw the pain her question gave him, and, 
passing it, said : 

" Of course you need not be told that Rose 
must hear of this ? " 

" Yes," said Evan, ** she must hear it." 

" You know what that's equivalent to ? But, 
if you like, I will not speak to her till you have 
left us." 

" Instantly," cried Evan. ** Now — to-night, 
madam ! I would not have her live a minute in 
a false estimate of me." 

Had Lady Jocelyn's intellect been as penetrat- 
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ing as it was masculine, she would have taken him 
and tmned him inside out in a very short time ; 
for one who would bear to see his love look coldly 
on him rather than endure a minute's false esti- 
mate of his character, and who could yet stoop to 
concoct a vile plot, must either be mad or simu- 
lating the baseness for some reason or other. She 
perceived no motive for the latter, and she held 
him to be sound in the head, and what was spoken 
from the mouth she accepted. Perhaps, also, she 
saw in the complication thus offered an escape for 
Rose, and was the less inclined to elucidate it 
herself. But if her intellect was bafBied, her 
heart was unerring. A man proved guilty of 
writing an anonymous letter would not have been 
allowed to sit long by her side. She would have 
shown him to the door of the house speedily ; and 
Evan was aware in his soul that he had not fallen 
materially in her esteem. He had puzzled and 
confused her, and partly because she had the 
feeling that this young man was entirely trust- 
worthy, and because she never relied on her 
feelings, she let his own words condemn him, 
and did not personally discard him. In fact, 
she was a veritable philosopher. She permitted 
her fellows to move the world on as they would, 
and had no other passions in the contemplation 
of the show than a cultured audience will usually 
exhibit. 
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** Strange, — most strange I I thought I was 
getting old ! '' she said, and eyed the culprit as 
judges generally are not wont to do. " It will be 
a shock to Bose. I must tell you that I can't 
regret it. I would not have employed force with 
her, but I should have given her as strong a taste 
of the world as it was in my power to give. Girls 
get their reason from society. But, come ! if 
you think you can make your case out better to 
her, you shall speak to her first yourself." 

" No, madam," said Evan, softly. 

" You would rather not ? " 

" I could not." 

" But, I suppose, she'll want to speak to you 
when she knows it." 

" Then she will — madam ! I can take death 
from her hands, but I cannot slay myself." 

The language was natural to his condition, 
though the note was pitched high. Lady Jocelyn 
hummed till the sound of it was over, and an 
idea striking her, she said : 

" Ah, by the way, have you any tremendous 
moral notions ? " 

" I don't think I have, madam." 

" People act on that mania sometimes, I believe. 
Do you think it an outrage on decency for a wife 
to run away from a mad husband whom they won't 
shut up, and take shelter with a friend ? Is that 
the cause ? Mr. Forth is an old friend of mine. 
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I would trust my daughter with him in a desert, 
and stake my hand on his honour." 

" Oh, Lady Jocelyn ! " cried Evan. " Would 
to God you might ever have said that of me ! 
Madam, I love you. I shall never see you again. 
I shall never meet one to treat me so generously. 
I leave you, blackened in character — you cannot 
think of me without contempt. I can never hope 
that this will change. But, for your kindness let 
me thank you." 

And as speech is poor where emotion is extreme 
— and he knew his own to be especially so — he 
took her hand with petitioning eyes, and dropping 
on one knee, reverentially kissed it. 

Lady Jocelyn was human enough to like to be 
appreciated. She was a veteran Pagan, and may 
have had the instinct that a peculiar virtue in his 
young one was the spring of his conduct. She 
stood up and said : " Don't forget that you have 
a friend here." 

The poor youth had to turn his head from her. 

" You wish that I should tell Eose what you 
have told me, at once, Mr. Harrington." 

" Yes, madam ; I beg that you will do so." 

" WeU ! " 

And the queer look Lady Jocelyn had been 
wearing dimpled into absolute wonder. A stranger 
to Love's cunning, she marvelled why he shotdd 
desire to witness the scorn Eose would feel for him. 
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"If she's not asleep, then, she shall hear it 
now," said her ladyship. " You understand that 
it will be mentioned to no other person." 

"Except to Mr. Laxley, madam, to whom I 
shall offer the satisfaction he may require. But I 
will undertake that." 

" Just as you think proper on that matter," 
remarked her philosophical ladyship, who held 
that man was a fighting animal, and must not have 
his nature repressed. 

She lighted him part of the way, and then 
turned off to Rose's chamber. 

Would Rose believe it of him ? Love combated 
his dismal foreboding. Strangely, too, now that 
he had plunged into his pitch-bath, the guilt 
seemed to cling to him, and instead of hoping 
serenely, or fearing steadily, his spirit fell in a 
kind of abject supplication to Rose, and blindly 
trusted that she would still love even if she 
believed him base. In his weakness he fell so 
low as to pray that she might love that crawling 
reptile who could creep into a house and shrink 
from no vileness to win her. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

ROSE WOUNDED. 

The light of morning was yet cold along the 
passages of the house when Polly Wheedle, hurry- 
ing to her young mistress, met her loosely dressed 
and with a troubled face. 

" What's the matter, Polly ? I was coming to 
you ? " 

" 0, Miss Rose ! and I was coming to you. 
Miss Bonner's gone back to her convulsions 
again. She's had them all night. Her hair 
won't last till thirty, if she keeps on giving way 
to temper, as I tell her : and I know that from a 
barber." 

" Tush, you stupid Polly ! Does she want to 
see me ? " 

, " You needn't suspect that. Miss. But you 
quiet her best, and I thought I'd come to you. 
But, gracious ! " 

Rose pushed past her without vouchsafing any 
answer to the look in her face, and turned oflf to 
Juliana's chamber, where she was neither wel- 
comed nor repelled. Juliana said she was per- 
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fectly well, and that Polly was foolishly officious : 
whereupon Bose ordered Polly out of the room, 
and said to Juliana, kindly: ''You have not 
slept, dear, and I have not either. I am so 
unhappy." 

Whether Bose intended by this communication 
to make Juliana eagerly attentive, and to distract 
her from her own affair, cannot be said, but some- 
thing of the effect was produced. 

" You care for him, too," cried Rose, impetu- 
ously. " Tell me, Juley : do you think him 
capable of any base action ? Do you think he 
would do what any gentleman would be ashamed 
to own ? TeU me ? " 

Juliana looked at Bose intently, but did not 
reply. 

Bose jumped up from the bed. " You hesitate, 
Juley ? What ? Could you think so ? " 

Young women after one game are shrewd. 
Juliana may have seen that Bose was not steady 
on the plank she walked, and required support. 

" I don*t know," she said, turning her cheek to 
her pillow. 

" What an answer ! " Bose exclaimed. " Have 
you no opinion ? What did you say yesterday ? 
It's silent as the grave with me : but if you do 
care for him, you must think one thing or the 
other." 

" I suppose not, then — ^no,'' said Juliana. 



108 EVAN HARRINGTON. 

Eepeating the languid words bitterly, Hose 
continued : " What is it to love without having 
faith in him you love ? You make my mind 
easier." 

Juliana caught the implied taunt, and said, 
fretfully : " I*m ill. You're so passionate. You 
don't tell me what it is. How can I answer 
you?" 

"Never mind," said Rose, moving to the door, 
wondering why she had spoken at all : but when 
Juliana sprang forward, and caught her by the 
dress to stop her, and with a most unwonted out- 
burst of affection, begged of her to tell her all, the 
wound in Rose's breast began to bleed, and she 
was glad to speak. 

" Juley, do you — can you believe that he wrote 
that letter which poor Ferdinand was accused of 
writing ? " 

Juliana appeared to muse, and then responded: 
" Why should he do such a thing ? " 

" O my goodness, what a girl ! " Rose inter- 
jected. 

" Well, then, to please you. Rose, of course I 
think he is too honourable." 

" You do think so, Juley ? But if he himself 
confessed it — what then ? You would not believe 
him, would you ? " 

" Oh, then, I can't say. Why should he con- 
demn himself ? " 
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" But you would know — ^you would know that 
he was a man to suffer death rather than be 
guilty of the smallest baseness. His birth — what 
is that!" Rose filliped her fingers: ''But his 
acts — ^what he is himself you would be sure of, 
would you not ? Dear Juley ! Oh, for heaven's 
sake speak out x>lainly to me." 

A wily look had crept over Juliana's features. 
" Certainly," she said, in a tone that belied it, 
and drawing Bose to her bosom, the groan she 
heard there was passing sweet to her. 

*' He has confessed it to mama," sobbed Bose. 
" Why did he not come to me first ? He has 
confessed it — the abominable thing has come 
out of his own mouth. He went to her last 
night . . . ." 

Juliana patted her shoulders regularly as they 
heaved. When words were intelligible between 
them, Juliana said: "At least, dear, you must 
admit that he has redeemed it." 

"Bedeemed it? Could he do less?" Bose 
dried her eyes vehemently, as if the tears 
shamed her. "A man who could have let 
another suffer for his crime — I could never have 
lifted my head again. I think I would have cut 
off this hand that plighted itself to him ! As 
it is, I hardly dare look at myself. But you 
don't think it, dear ? You know it to be false ! 
false! false!" 
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temptuously, and the light flickered and died, 
and all was darker than before in the bosom of 
Bose. 

" Of course, it must be that, if it is anything," 
Juliana pursued. " You were made to be happy, 
Eose. And consider, if it is true, people of very 
low birth, till they have lived long with other 
people, and if they have no religion, are so very 
likely to do things. You do not judge them as 
you do real gentlemen, and one must not be too 
harsh — ^I only wish to prepare you for the worst." 

A dim form of that very idea had passed 
through Rose, giving her small comfort. 

" Let him tell you with his own lips that what 
he has told your mother is frue, and then, and 
not till then, believe him," Juliana concluded, 
and they kissed kindly, and separated. Rose had 
suddenly lost her firm step, but no sooner was 
Juliana alone than she left the bed, and addressed 
her visage to the glass with brightening eyes, as 
one who saw the glimmer of young hope therein. 

" She love him ! Not if he told me so ten 
thousand times would I believe it ! and before he 
has said a syllable she doubts him. Asking me 
in that frantic way ! as if I couldn't see that she 
wanted me to help her to her faith in him, as she 
calls it. Not name his name ? Mr. Harrington ! 
I may call him Evan : some day ! " 

Half-uttered, half-mused, the unconscious ex- 
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clamations issued from her, and for many a weary 
day since she had dreamed of love, and studied 
that which is said to attract the creature, she had 
not been so glowingly elated or looked so much 
farther in the glass than its pale reflection. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

BEFORE BREAKFAST. 

Cold through the night the dark-fringed stream 
had whispered under Evan's eyes, and the ' night 
breeze voiced " Fool, fool!" to him, not without 
a distant echo in his heart. By symbols and 
sensations he knew that Rose was lost to him. 
There was no moon : the water seemed aimless, 
passing on carelessly to oblivion. Now and then, 
the trees stirred and talked, or a noise was heard 
from the pastures. He had slain the life that 
lived in them, and the great glory they were to 
bring forth, and the end to which all things 
moved. Had less than the loss of Rose been 
involved, the young man might have found him- 
self looking out on a world beneath notice, and 
have been sighing for one more worthy of his 
clouded excellence : but the immense misery pre- 
sent to him in the contemplation of Rose's sad 
restrained contempt, saved him from the silly 
elation which is the last, and generally successful, 
struggle of human nature in those who can so far 
master it to commit a sacrifice. The loss of that 
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brave high young soul — Eose, who had lifted him 
out of the mire with her own white hands : Rose, 
the image of all that he worshipped: Rose, so 
closely wedded to him that to be cut away from 
her was to fall like pallid clay from the soaring 
spirit : surely he was stunned and senseless when 
he went to utter the words to her mother ! Now 
that he was awake, and could feel his self-inflicted 
pain, he marvelled at his rashness and fool- 
ishness, as perhaps numerous mangled warriors 
have done for a time, when the battle-field was 
cool, and they were weak, and the uproar of 
their jarred nerves has beset them, lying un- 
cherished. 

By degrees he grew aware of a little consolat6ry 
touch, like the point of a needle, in his conscious- 
ness. Laxley would certainly insult him ! In that 
case he would not refuse to fight him. The dark- 
ness broke and revealed this happy prospect, and 
Evan held to it an hour, and could hardly reject it 
when better thoughts conquered. For would it nfct 
be sweet to make the strength of his arm respected ? 
He took a stick, and ran his eye musingly along the 
length, trifling with it grimly. The great Mel had 
been his son's instructor in the chivalrous science 
offence, and a maitre d'armea in Portugal had given 
him polish. In Mel's time duels with swords had 
been occasionally fought, and Evan looked on the 

sword as the weapon of combat. Face to face with 

i2 
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his adversary — what then were birth or position ? 
Action ! — action ! — he sighed for it, as I have done 
since I came to know that his history must be 
morally developed. A glow of bitter pleasure 
exalted him when, after hot passages, and parry- 
ings and thrusts, he had disarmed Ferdinand 
Laxley, and bestowing on him his life, said: 
" Accept this worthy gift of the son of a tailor ! " 
and he wiped his sword, haply bound up his wrist, 
and stalked oflF the ground, the vindicator of man's 
natural dignity. And then he turned upon him- 
self with laughter, discovering a most wholesome 
power, barely to be suspected in him yet; but 
of all the children of glittering Mel and his solid 
mate, Evan was the best mixed compound of his 
parents. 

He put the stick back in its comer and eyed his 
wrist, as if he had reaUy just gone through the 
pretty scene he had just laughed at. It was nigh 
upon reality, for it suggested the employment of 
alJiandkerchief, and he went to a place and drew 
forth one that had the stain of his blood on it, 
and the name of Eose at one end. The beloved 
name was half-blotted by the dull -red mark, and 
at that sight a strange tenderness took hold of 
Evan. His passions became dead and of old date. 
This, then, would be his for ever! Love, for 
whom earth had been too small, crept exultingly 
into a nut-shell. He clasped the treasure on his 
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breast, and saw a life beyond his parting with 
her. 

Strengthened thus, he wrote by the morning 
light to Laxley. The letter was brief, and said 
simply that the act of which Laxley had been 
accused, Evan Harrington was responsible for. 
The latter expressed regret that Laxley should 
have fallen under a false charge, and, at the same 
time, indicated that if Laxley considered him- 
self personaUy aggrieved, the writer was at his 
disposal. 

A messenger had now to be found to convey it 
to the village-inn. Footmen were stirring about 
the house, and one meeting Evan close by his 
door, observed with demure grin, that he could 
not find the gentleman's nether-garments. The 
gentleman, it appeared, was Mr. John Baikes, 
who according to report, had been furnished with 
a bed at the house, because of a discovery, made 
at a late period over-night, that farther the gentle- 
man could not go. Evan found him sleeping 
soundly. How much the poor youth wanted a 
j&iend ! Fortune had given him instead a bom 
buffoon ; and it is perhaps the greatest evil of 
a position like Evan's, that with, cultured feel- 
iiigs, you are likely to meet with none to know 
you. Society does not mix well in money-peck- 
ing spheres. Here, however, was John Baikes, 
and Evan had to make the best of him. 
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"Eh?" yawned Jack, awakened ; "1 was dream- 
ing I was Napoleon Bonaparte's right-hand man." 

"I want you to he mine for half-an-hour," said 
Evan. 

Without replying, the distinguished officer 
jmnped out of hed at a hound, mounted a chair, 
and peered on tip -toe over the top, from which, 
with a glance of self-congratulation, he pulled the 
missing piece of apparel, sighed dejectedly, as he 
descended, while he exclaimed : 

" Safe ! hut no distinction can compensate a 
man for this state of intolerable suspicion of every- 
body. I assure you, Harrington, I wouldn't be 
Napoleon himself — and I have always been his 
peculiar admirer — to live and be afraid of my 
valet ! I believe it will develop cancer sooner or 
later in me. I feel singular pains already. Last 
night, after crowning champagne with ale, which 
produced a sort of French Eevolution in my 
interior — by the way, that must have made me 
dream of Napoleon ! — last night, with my lower 
members in revolt against my head, I had to sit 
and cogitate for hours on a hiding-place for these 
— call them what you will. Depend upon it, 
Harrington, this world is no such funny aflfair as 
we fancy." 

"Then it is true, that you could let a man 
play pranks on you," said Evan. " I took it for 
one of your jokes." 
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" Just as I can't believe that you*re a tailor," 
returned Jack. " It's not a bit more extraordi- 
nary." 

" But, Jack, if you cause yourself to be con- 
temptible " 

" Contemptible ! " cried Jack. " This is not 
the tone I like. Contemptible! why it's my 
eccentricity among my equals. If I dread the 
profane vulgar, that only proves that I'm above 
them. Odif &c. Besides, Achilles, had his weak 
point, and egad, it was when he faced about ! By 
Jingo ! I wish I'd had that idea yesterday. I 
should have behaved better." 

Evan could see that Jack was beginning to rely 
desperately on his humour. 

" Come," he said, " be a man to-day. Throw 
oflF your motley. When I met you that night so 
oddly, you had been -acting like a worthy fellow, 
trying to earn your bread in the best way you 
could " 

" And precisely because I met you, of all men, 
I've been going round and round ever since," said 
Jack. " A clown or pantaloon would have given 
me balance. Say no more. You couldn't help 
it. We met because we were the two extremes," 

Sighing, " What a jolly old inn ! " Mr. Eaikes 
rolled himself over in the sheets, and gave two or 
three snug jolts indicative of his determination to 
be comfortable while he could. 
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" Do you intend to carry on this folly, Jack ? " 
" Say, sacrifice," was the answer. " I feel it 
as much as you possibly could, Mr. Harrington. 
Hear the facts," Jack turned round again. " Why 
did I consent to this absurdity ? Because of my 
ambition. That old fellow, whom I took to be 
a clerk of Messrs. Grist, said : * You want to cut 
a figure in the world — ^you're armed now.* A 
sort of Fortunatus's joke. It was his way of 
launching me. But did he think I intended this 
for more than a lift ? I his puppet ? He, sir, 
was my tool ! Well, I came. All my eflforts were 
strained to shorten the period of penance. I had 
the best linen, and put on captivating manners. 
I should undoubtedly have won some girl of 
station, and cast off my engagement like an old 
suit, but just mark ! — now mark how Fortune 
tricks us! After the pic-nic yesterday, the 
domestics of the house came to clear away, and 
the band being there, I stopped them and bade 
them tune up, and at the same time seizing the 
maid Wheedle, away we flew. We danced, we 
whirled, we twirled. Ale upon this ! My head 
was lost. * Why don't it last for ever ? ' says I. 
* I wish it did,' says she. The ndiveti enraptured 
me. 'Oooo!" I cried, hugging her, and then, 
you know, there was no course open to a man of 
honour but to offer marriage and make a lady of 
her. I proposed: she accepted me, and here I 
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am, eternally tied to this accurst insignia, if I'm 
to keep my promise ! Isn't that a sacrifice, friend 
H. ? There's no course open to me. The poor 
girl is madly in love. She called me a * rattle ! ' 
As a gentleman, I cannot recede. 

Evan got up and burst into laughter at this 
burlesque of hiinself. Telling Jack the service 
he required of him, and receiving a groaning 
assurance that the letter should, without loss of 
time, be delivered in proper style, the egotist, as 
Jack heartily thought him, fell behind his knitted 
brows, and, after musing abstractedly, went forth 
to light upon his fate. 

But a dread of meeting had seized both Bose 
and Evan. She had exhausted her first sincerity 
of unbelief in her interview with Juliana : and he 
ha*d begun to consider what he could say to. her. 
More than the three words " I did it," would not 
be possible; and if she made him repeat them, 
facing her truthful eyes, would be man enough 
to strike her bared heart twice ? And, ah ! the 
sullen brute he must seem, standing before her 
dumb, hearing her sigh, seeing her wretched effort 
not to show how unwillingly her kind spirit 
despised him. The reason for the act — she would 
ask for that ! Eose would not be so philosophic 
as her mother. She would grasp at every chance 
to excuse the deed. He cried out against his 
scheming sister in an agony, and while he did so. 
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encountered Miss Carrington and Miss Bonner in 
deep converse. Juliana pinched her arm, where- 
upon Miss Carrington said: "You look merry 
this morning, Mr. Harrington:" for he was 
unawares smiling at the image of himself in the 
mirror of John Eaikes. That smile, transformed 
to a chuckling grimace, travelled to Rose before 
they met. 

Why did she not come to him ? 

A soft voice at his elbow made his blood stop. 
It was Caroline. She kissed him, answering his 
greeting : " Is it good morning ? " 

" Certainly," said he. " By the way, don't 
forget that the coach leaves early." 

" My darling Evan ! you make me so happy. 
For it was really a mistaken sense of honour. For 
what can a^t all excuse a falsehood, you know, 
Evan ! " 

Caroline took his arm, and led him into the 
sun, watching his face at times. Presently she 
sai(J: "I want just to be assured that you 
thought more wisely than when you left us last 
night." 

" More wisely ? " Evan turned to her with a 
playful smile. 

" My dear brother ! you did not do what you 
said you would do ? " 

" Have you ever known me not do what 1 said 
I would do ? " 
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"Evan! Good Heaven! you did it? Then 
how can you remain here an instant ? Oh, no, 
no ! — say no, darling ! " 

" Where is Louisa ? " he inquired. 

" She is in her room. She will never appear at 
breakfast, if she knows this." 

"Perhaps more solitude would do her good,*' 
said Evan. 

"Eemember, if this should prove true, think 
how you punish her ! " 

On that point Evan had his own opinion. 

" Well, I shall never have to punish you in this 
way, my love," he said fondly, and Caroline 
dropped her eyelids. 

" Don't think that I am blaming her," he added, 
trying to feel as honestly as he spoke. " I was 
mad to come here. I see it all now. Let us 
keep to our place. We are all the same before 
God till we disgrace ourselves." 

Possibly with that sense of shame which some 
young people have who are not professors of 
sounding sentences, or affected by missionary zeal, 
when they venture to breathe the holy Name, 
Evan blushed, and walked on humbly silent. 
Caroline murmured: "Yes, yes! oh, brother!" 
and her figure drew to him as if for protection. 
Pale she looked up. 

" Shall you always love me, Evan ? " 

" Whom else have I to love ? " 
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"But always — ^always? Under any circum- 
stances ? " 

"More and more, dear. I always have, and 
shall. I look to you now. I have no home but 
in your heart now." 

She was agitated, and he spoke warmly to calm 
her. 

The throb of deep emotion rang in her rich 
voice. " I will live any life to be worthy of your 
love, Evan," and she wept. 

To him they were words and tears without a 
history. 

Nothing further passed between them. Caroline 
went to the Countess: Evan waited for Eose. 
The sun was getting high. The face of the stream 
glowed like metal. Why did she not come ? She 
believed him guilty from the mouth of another ? 
If so, there was something less for him to lose. 
And now the sacrifice he had made did whisper a 
tale of mortal magnificence in his . ears : feelings 
that were not his noblest stood up exalted. He 
waited till the warm meadow-breath floating past 
told that the day had settled into heat, and then 
he waited no more, but quietly walked into the 
house with the strength of one who has conquered 
more than human scorn. 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

THE RETREAT FROM BECKLEY. 

Never would the Comtess believe that brother 
of hers, idiot as by nature he might be, and heir 
to unnumbered epithets, would so far forget what 
she had done for him, as to drag her through the 
mud for nothing : and so she told Caroline again 
and again, vehemently. 

It was about ten minutes before the time for 
descending to the breakfast-table. She was 
dressed, and sat before the glass, smoothing her 
hair, and applying the contents of a pot of cold 
cream to her forehead betweenwhiles. With 
perfect sincerity she repeated that she could not 
believe it. She had only trusted Evan once since 
their visit to Beckley; and that this once he 
should, when treated as a man, turn traitor to 
their common interests, and prove himself an 
utter baby, was a piece of nonsense her great 
intelligence indignantly rejected. 

" Then, if true," she answered Caroline's assur- 
ances finally," "if true, he is not his father's 
son ! " 
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By which it may be seen that she had indeed 
taken refuge in the Casile of Negation against the 
whole army of facts. 

" He is acting, Carry. He is acting the ideas 
of his ridiculous empty noddle ! " 

" No/' said Caroline, mournfully, " he is not. 
I have never known Evan to lie." 

" Then you must forget the whipping he once 
had from his mother — little dolt! little selfish 
pig ! He obtains his reputation entirely from his 
abominable selfishness, and then stands tall, and 
asks us to admire him. He bursts with vanity. 
But if you lend your credence to it. Carry, how, 
in the name of goodness, are you to appear at the 
breakfast ? " 

" I was going to ask you whether you would 
come," said Caroline, coldly. 

" If I can get my hair to lie flat by any means 
at all, of course ! " returned the Countess. " This 
dreadful horrid country pomade ! Why did we not 
bring a larger stock of the Andalu9ian Regene- 
rator ? Upon my honour, my dear, you use a most 
enormous quantity ; I must really tell you that." 

Conning here entered to say that Mr. Evan had 
given orders for the boxes to be packed and every- 
thing got ready to depart by half-past eleven 
o'clock, when the fly would call for them and 
convey them to Fallowfield in time to meet the 
coach for London. 
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Trhe Countess turned her head round to Caroline 
like an astonished automaton. 

" Given orders ! " she interjected. 

"I have very little to get ready," remarked 
Caroline. 

" Be so good as to wait outside the door one 
instant," said the Countess to Conning, with par- 
ticular urbanity. 

Conning heard a great deal of vigorous whisper- 
ing within, and when summoned to re-appear, a 
note was handed her to convey to Mr. Harrington 
immediately. He was on the lawn ; read it, and 
wrote back three hasty lines in pencil. 

" Louisa. You have my commands to quit this 
house, at the hour named, this day. You will 
go with me. E. H." 

Conning was again requested to wait outside 
the Countess's door. She was the bearer of 
another note. Evan read it likewise ; tore it up, 
and said that there was no answer. 

The Castle of Negation held out no longer. 
Euthless battalions poured over the walls, blew 
up the Countess's propriety, made frightful ravages 
in her complexion. Down fell her hair. 

"You cannot possibly go to breakfast," said 
Caroline. 

" I must ! I must ! " cried the Countess. " Why, 
my dear, if he has done it — wretched creature ! 
don't you perceive that, by withholding our pre- 



128 EYAN HARRINGTON. 

sences, we become implicated with him ? " And 
the Countess, from a burst of frenzy, put this 
practical question so shrewdly, that Caroline's 
wits succumbed to her. 

"But he has not done it; he is acting!" she 
pursued, restraining her precious tears for higher 
purposes, as only true heroines can. " Thinks to 
frighten me into submission ! " 

" Do you not think Evan is right in wishing us 
to leave, after — after — " Caroline humbly sug- 
gested. 

" Say, before my venerable friend has departed 
this life," the Countess took her up. " No, I do 
not. If he is a fool, I am not. No, Carry : I do 
not jump into ditches for nothing. I will have 
something tangible for all that I have endured. 
We are now tailors in this place, remember. If 
that stigma is affixed to us, let us at least be 
remunerated, for it. Come." 

Caroline's own hard struggle demanded all her 
strength: yet she appeared to hesitate. "You 
will surely not disobey Evan, Louisa ? " 

"Disobey?" The Countess amazedly dis- 
located the syllables. "Why, the boy will be 
telling you next that he will not permit the Duke 
to visit you ! Just your English order of mind, 
that cannot — brutes! — conceive of friendship 
between high-born men and beautiful women. 
Beautiful as you truly are, Carry, five years more 
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will tell on you. But perhaps my dearest is in a 
hurry to return to her Maxwell ? At least he 
thwacks well ! " 

Caroline's arm was taken. The Countess loved 
an occasional rhyme when a point was to be made, 
and went ofif nodding and tripping till the time 
for stateliness arrived, near the breakfast-room 
door. She indeed was acting. At the bottom of 
her heart there was a dismal rage of passions: 
hatred of those who would or might look tailor in 
her face : terrors concerning the possible re-visita- 
tion of the vengeful Sir Abraham : dread of Evan 
and the efforts to despise him : the shocks of many 
conflicting elements. Above it all her counte- 
nance was calmly, sadly sweet : even as you may 
behold some majestic lighthouse glimmering over 
the tumult of a midnight sea. 

An unusual assemblage honoured the breakfast 
that morning. The news of Mrs. Bonner's health 
was more favourable. How delighted was the 
Countess to hear that ! Mrs. Bonner was the only 
firm ground she stood on there, and after receiving 
and giving gentle salutes, she talked of Mrs. 
Bonner, and her night-watch by the sick bed, in a 
spirit of doleful hope. This passed off the moments 
till she could settle herself to study faces. De- 
cidedly, every lady present looked glum, with the 
single exception of Miss Current. Evan was by 
Lady Jocelyn's side. Her ladyship spoke to him ; 
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but the Countess observed that no one else did. 
To herself, however, the gentlemen were as atten- 
tive as ever. Evan sat three chairs distant 
from her. . 

If the traitor expected his sister to share in his 
disgrace, by noticing him, he was in error. On 
the contrary, the Countess joined the conspiracy 
to exclude him, and would stop a mild laugh if 
perchance he looked up. Presently Eose entered. 
She said " Good morning " to one or two, and 
glided into a seat. 

That Evan was under Lady Jocelyn*s protection 
soon became generally apparent, and also that her 
ladyship was angry : an exhibition so rare with her 
that it was the more remarked. Eose could see 
that she was a culprit in her mother s eyes. She 
glanced from Evan to her. Lady JoceljTi's mouth 
shut hard. The girl's senses then perceived the 
something that was afloat at the table; she 
thought with a pang of horror: "Has Juliana 
told ? " Juliana smiled on her; but the aspect of 
Mrs. Shorne, and of Miss Carrington, spoke for 
their knowledge of that which must henceforth 
be the perpetual reproof to her headstrong 
youth. 

" At what hour do you leave us ? " said Lady 
Jocelyn to Evan. 

"When I leave the table, madam. The fly 
will call for my sisters at half-past eleven." 
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" There is no necessity for you to start in 
advance ? " 

"I am going over to see my mother, 
madam." 

Rose burned to speak to him now. Oh ! why 
had she delayed ! Why had she swerved from her 
good rule of open, instant explanations ? But 
Evan's heart was stem to his love. Not only had 
she, by not coming, shown her doubt of him, — 
she had betrayed him ! 

Between the Countess, Melville, Sir John, and 
the Duke, an animated dialogue was going on, 
over which Miss Current played like a lively iris. 
They could not part with the Countess. Melville 
said he should be left stranded, and numerous 
pretty things were uttered by other gentlemen: 
by the women not a word. Glancing from certain 
of them lingeringly to her admirers, the Countess 
smiled her thanks, and then Andrew, pressed 
to remain, said he was willing and happy, and so 
forth ; and it seemed that her admirers had pre- 
vailed over her reluctance, for the Countess ended 
her little protests with a vanquished bow. Then 
there was a gradual rising from table. Evan 
pressed Lady Jocelyn's hand, and turning from 
her bent his head to Sir Franks, who, without 
offering an exchange of cordialities, said, at arm's 
length : " Good-bye, sir." Melville also gave him 
that greeting stiffly. Harry was perceived to rush 
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to the other end of the room, in quest of a fly 
apparently. Poor Caroline's heart ached for her 
brother, to see him standing there in the shadow 
of many faces. But he was not left to* stand 
alone. Andrew quitted the circle of Sir John, 
Seymour Jocelyn, Mr. George Uploft, and others, 
and linked his arm to Evan's. Rose had gone. 
While Evan looked for her despairingly to say his 
last word and hear her voice once more. Sir Franks 
said to his wife : 

" See that Rose keeps up-stairs." 

"I want to speak to her," was her ladyship's 
answer, and she moved to the door. 

Evan made way for her, bowing. 

" You will be ready at half-past eleven, Louisa," 
he said with calm distinctness, and passed from 
that purgatory. 

Now honest Andrew attributed the treatment 
Evan met with to the exposure of yesterday. He 
was frantic with democratic disgust. 

" Why the devil don't they serve me like that, 
eh ? 'Cause I got a few coppers ! There, Van ! 
I'm a man of peace ; but if you'll call any man of 
'em out 111 stand your second — 'pon my soul, I 
will. They must be cowards, so there isn't much 
to fear. Confound the fellows, I tell 'em every 
day I'm the son of a cobbler, and egad, they grow 
civiler. What do they mean? Are cobblers 
ranked over tailors ? " 
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" Perhaps that's it," said Evan. 

" Hang your gentlemen ! " Andrew cried. 

" Let us have breakfast first," uttered a melan- 
choly voice near them in the passage. 

" Jack ! " said Evan. " Where have you 
been?" 

"I didn't know the breakfast-room," Jack 
returned, " and the fact is, my spirits are so down, 
I couldn't muster up courage to ask one of the 
footmen. I delivered your letter. Nothing 
hostile took place. I bowed fiercely to let him 
know what he might expect. That generally stops 
it. You see, I talk prose. I shall never talk 
anything else ! " 

Andrew recommenced his jests of yesterday 
with Jack. The latter bore them patiently, as 
one who had endured worse. 

" She has rejected me ! " he whispered to Evan. 
" Talk of the ingratitude of women I Ten minutes 
ago I met her. She perked her eyebrows at me ! — 
tried to run away. * Miss Wheedle : ' I said. * If 
you please, I'd rather not,' says she. To cut it 
short, the sacrifice I made to her was the cause. 
It's all over the house. She gave the most excru- 
ciating hint. Those low-born females are so 
horribly indelicate. I stood confounded." 

Commending his new humour, Evan persuaded 
him to breakfast immediately, and hunger being 
one of Jack's solitary incitements to a sensible 
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course of conduct, the disconsolate gentleman fol- 
lowed its dictates. 

" Go with him, Andrew," said Evan. " He 
is here as my friend, and may be made uncom- 
fortable." 

" Yes, yes, — ^ha ! ha ! I'll follow the poor 
chap," said Andrew. " But what is it all about? 
Louisa won't go, you know. Has the girl given 
you up because she saw your mother, Van ? I 
thought it was all right. Why the deuce are you 
running away ? " 

" Because I've just seen that I ought never to 
have come, I suppose,'* Evan replied, controlling 
the wretched heaving of his chest. 

" But Louisa won't go, Van." 

" Understand, my dear Andrew, that I know it 
to be quite imperative. Be ready yourself with 
Caroline. Louisa will then make her choice. 
Pray help me in this. We must not stay a minute 
more than is necessary in this house." 

" It's an awful duty," breathed Andrew, after a 
pause. " I see nothing but hot water at home. 
Why — but it's no use asking questions. My love 
to your mother. I say. Van, — now isn't Lady 
Jocelyn a trump ? " 

" God bless her ! " said Evan. And the mois- 
ture in Andrew's eyes affected his own. 

" She's the staunchest piece of woman-goods I 
ever I know a hundred cases of her ! " 
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" I know one, and that's enough," said Evan. 

Not a sign of Eose ! Can love die without its 
dear farewell on which it feeds, away from the 
light, dying by bits ? In Evan's heart Love seemed 
to die, and all the pangs of a death were there 
as he trod along the gravel and stepped beneath 
the gates of Beckley Court. 

Meantime the gallant Countess was not in any 
way disposed to retreat on account of Evan's 
defection. The behaviour towards him at the 
breakfast-table proved to her that he had 
absolutely committed his egregious folly, and as 
no general can have concert with a fool, she cut 
him off from her affections resolutely. Her mani- 
fest disdain at his last speech, said as much to 
everybody present. Besides, the lady was in her 
element here, and compulsion is required to make 
us relinquish our element. Lady Jocelyn certainly 
had not expressly begged of her to remain : the 
Countess told Melville so, who said that if she 
required such an invitation she should have it, 
but that a guest to whom they were so much 
indebted, was bound to spare them these for- 
malities. 

" What am I to do ? " 

The Countess turned piteously to the diploma- 
tist's wife. 

She answered, retiringly : ** Indeed I cannot 
say." 
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Upon this, the Countess accepted Melville's 
arm, and had some thoughts of punishing the 
woman. 

They were seen parading the lawn. Mr. George 
Uploft chuckled singularly. 

"Just the old style," he remarked, but cor- 
rected the inadvertence with a 'hem!' commit- 
ing himself more shamefully the instant after. 
"I'll wager she has the old Dip. down on his knee 
before she cuts." 

" Bet can't be taken," observed Sir John Loring. 
" It requires a spy." 

Harry, however, had heard the remark, and 
because he wished to speak to her, let us hope, 
and reproach her for certain things when she 
chose to be disengaged, he likewise sallied out, 
being forlorn as a youth whose sweet vanity is 
much hurt. 

The Duke had paired off with Mrs. Strike. The 
lawn was fair in sunlight where they walked. The 
air was rich with harvest smells, and the scent of 
autumnal roses. Caroline was by nature luxurious 
and soft. The thought of that drilled figure to 
which she was returning in bondage, may have 
thrown into bright relief the polished and gracious 
nobleman who walked by her side, shadowing 
forth the chances of a splendid freedom. Two 
lovely tears fell from her eyes. The Duke watched 
them quietly. 
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" Do you know, they make me jealous ? " he 
said. 

Caroline answered him with a faint smile. 

" Reassure me, my dear lady; you are not going 
with your brotlier this morning ?'' 

" My lord, I have no choice ! " 

" May I speak to you as your warmest friend ? 
From what I hear, it appears to be right that your 
brother should not stay. To the best of my 
ability I will provide for him : but I sincerely 
desire to disconnect you from those who are 
unworthy of you. Have you not promised to 
trust in me ? Pray, let me be your guide." 

Caroline replied to the heart of his words : " My 
lord, I dare not." 

" What has changed you ? " 

" I am not changed, but awakened," said Caro' 
line. 

The Duke paced on in silence. 

" Pardon me if I comprehend nothing of such 
a change," he resumed. " I asked you to sacri- 
fice much; all that I could give in return I 
offered. Is it the world you fear ? " 

" What is the world to such as I am, my 
lord?" 

" Can you consider it a duty to deliver yourself 
bound to that man again ? " 

"Heaven pardon me, my lord, I think of that 
too little ! " 
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The Duke's next question : '* Then what can it 
be ? " stood in his eyes. 

" Oh, my lord ! '* Caroline's touch quivered on 
his arm, " Do not suppose me frivolous, ungrate- 
ful, or — or cowardly. For myself you have offered 
more happiness than I could have hoped for. To 
be allied to one so generous, I could bear any- 
thing. Yesterday you had my word : give it me 
back to-day ! " 

Very curiously the Duke gazed on her, for 
there was evidence of internal torture across her 
forehead. 

" I may at least beg to know the cause for this 
request ? " 

She quelled some throbbing in her bosom. 
" Yes, my lord." 

He waited, and she said : "There is one whom, 
if I offended, I could not live. If now, I followed 
my wishes, he would lose his faith in the last 
creature that loves him. He is unhappy. I 
could bear what is called disgrace, my lord — I 
shudder to say it — I could sin against Heaven ; 
but I dare not do what would make him despise 
me. 

She was trembling violently; yet the noble- 
man, in his surprise, could not forbear from ask- 
ing who this person might be, whose influence on 
her righteous actions was so strong. 

"It is my brother, my lord," she said. 
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Still more astonished, "Your brother!" the 
Duke exclaimed. " My dearest lady, I would not 
wound you ; but is not this a delusion ? We are 
so placed that we must speak plainly. Your 
brother I have reason to feel sure is quite un- 
worthy of you." 

"Unworthy? My brother Evan? Oh, my 
lord ! he is noble, — ^he is the best of men !'* 

" And how, between yesterday and to-day, has 
he changed you ? " 

" It is that yesterday I did not know him, and 
to-day I do." 

Her brother, a common tradesman, a man guilty 
of forgery and the utmost baseness — all but kicked 
out of the house ! The Duke was too delicate to 
press her further. Moreover, Caroline had empha- 
sised the "yesterday" and "to-day," showing 
that the interval which had darkened Evan to 
everybody else, had illumined him to her. He 
employed some courtly eloquence, better unre- 
corded ; but if her firm resolution perplexed him, 
it threw a strange halo round the youth from 
whom it sprang. 

The hour was now eleven, and the Countess 
thought it full time to retire to her entrench- 
ment in Mrs. Bonner's chamber. She had great 
things still to do : vast designs were in her hand 
awaiting the sanction of Providence. Alas ! that 
little idle promenade was soon to be repented. 
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She had joined her sister, thinking it safer to 
have her up-stairs till they were quit of Evan. 
The Duke and the diplomatist loitering in the 
rear, these two fair women sailed across the lawn, 
conscious, doubtless, over all their sorrows and 
schemes, of the freight of beauty they carried. 

What meant that gathering on the steps ? It 
was fortuitious, like eveiything destined to con- 
found us. There stood Lady Jocelyn with Andrew, 
fretting his pate. Harry leant against a pillar, 
Miss Carrington, Mrs. Shonie, and Mrs. Melville, 
supported by Mr. George Uploft, held watchfully 
by. Juliana, with Master Alec and Miss Dorothy, 
were in the back- ground. 

Why did our General see herself cut oflf from 
her stronghold, as by a hostile band ? She saw 
it by that sombre light in Juliana's eyes, which 
had shown its ominous gleam whenever disasters 
were on the point of unfolding. 

Turning to Caroline, she said : " Is there a 
back way ? '* 

Too late ! Andrew called. 

" Come along, Louisa. Just time, and no more. 
Carry, are you packed ? '* 

This in reality was the first note of the retreat 
from Beckley ; and having blown it, the hideous 
little trumpeter burst into scarlet perspirations, 
mumbling to Lady Jocelyn : " Now, my lady, 
mind you stand by me." 
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The Countess walked straight up to him. 

" Dear Andrew ! this sun is too powerful for 
you. I heg you withdraw into the shade of the 
house." 

She was ahout to help him with all her gentle- 
ness. 

" Yes, yes. All right, Louisa," rejoined Andrew. 
" Come, go and pack. The flyll he here, you 
know — too late for the coach, if you don't mind, 
my lass. Ain't you packed yet ? " 

The horrible fascination of vulgarity impelled 
the wretched lady to answer : " Are we heriings ? " 
And then she laughed, but without any accom- 
paniment. 

" I am now going to dear Mrs. Bonner," she 
said, with a tender glance at Lady Jocelyn. 

" My mother is sleeping," her ladyship remarked. 

" Come, Carry, my darling ! " cried Andrew. 

Caroline looked at her sister. The Coimtess 
divined Andrew's shameful trap. 

" I was under an engagement to go and canvass 
this afternoon," she said. 

" Why, my dear Louisa, we've settled that in 
here this morning," said Andrew. " Old Tom 
only stuck up a puppet to play with. We've 
knocked him over, and march in victorious — eh, 
my lady ? " 

" Oh ! " exclaimed the Countess, " if Mr. Raikes 
shall indeed have listened to my inducements ! " 
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" Deuce a bit of inducements ! " returned 
Andrew. " The fellow's ashamed of himself — 
ha ! ha ! Now then, Louisa." 

While they talked, Juliana had loosed Dorothy 
and Alec, and these imps were seen rehearsing a 
remarkable play, in which the damsel held forth 
a hand and the cavalier advanced and kissed it 
with a loud smack, being at the same time 
reproached for his lack of grace. 

" You are so English ! " cried Dorothy, with 
perfect languor, and a malicious twitter passed 
between two or three. Mr. George spluttered 
indiscreetly. 

The Countess observed the performance. Not 
to convert the retreat into a total rout, she, with 
that dark flush which was her manner of blushing, 
took formal leave of Lady Jocelyn, who, in return, 
simply said : " Good bye. Countess." Mrs. 
Strike's hand she kindly shook. 

The few digs and slaps and thrusts at gloomy 
Harry and prim Miss Carrington and boorish Mr. 
George, wherewith the Countess, torn with wrath, 
thought it necessary to cover her retreat, need not 
be told. She struck the weak alone : Juliana she 
respected. Masterly tactics, for they showed her 
power, gratified her vengeance, and left her 
unassailed. On the road she had Andrew to tear 
to pieces. delicious operation ! And shame- 
ful brother to reduce her to such joys ! And, 
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Providence ! may a poor desperate soul, betrayed 
through her devotiou, unremunerated for her 
humiliation and absolute hard work, accuse thee ? 
The Countess would have liked to. She felt it to 
be the instigation of the devil, and decided to 
remain on the safe side still. 

Happily for Evan, she was not ready with her 
packing by half-past eleven. It was near twelve 
when he, pacing in front of the inn, observed 
Polly Wheedle, followed some yards in the rear 
by John Raikes, advancing towards him. Now 
Polly had been somewhat delayed by Jack's per- 
secutions, and Evan declining to attend to the 
masked speech of her mission, which directed him 
to go at once down a certain lane in the neigh- 
bourhood of the park, some minutes were lost. 

" AMiy, Mr. Harrington," said PoUy, " it's Miss 
Eose : she's had leave from her Ma. Can you 
stop away, when it's quite proper ? " 

Evan hesitated. Before he could conquer the 
dark spirit, lo. Rose appeared, walking up the 
village street. Polly and her adorer fell back. 

Timidly, unlike herself. Rose neared him. 

" I have offended you, Evan. You would not 
come to me : I have come to you." 

" I am glad to be able to say good-bye to you, 
Rose," was his pretty response. 

Could she have touched his hand then, the 
blood of these lovers rushing to one channel must 
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have made all clear. At least he could hardly 
have struck her true heart with his miserable lie. 
But that chance was lost : thej were in the street, 
where passions have no plav. 

" Tell me, Evan, — it is not true." 

He, refining on his misery, thought, " She 
would not ask it if she trusted me : " and 
answered her : " You have heard it from your 
mother. Rose." 

" But I will not believe it from any lips but 
yours, Evan. Oh, speak, speak ! " 

It pleased him to think : " How could one who 
loved me believe it even then ? " 

He said : " It can scarcely do good to make me 
repeat it. Rose." 

And then, seeing her dear bosom heave quickly, 
he was tempted to fall on his knees to her with a 
wild outcry of love. The chance was lost. The 
inexorable street forbade it. 

There they stood in silence, gasping at the 
barrier that divided them. 

Suddenly a noise was heard. " Stop ! stop ! " 
cried the voice of John Raikes. " When a lady 
and gentleman are talking together, sir, do you 
lean your long ears over them — ha ? " 

Looking round, Evan beheld Laxley a step be- 
hind, and Jack rushing up to him, seizing his 
collar, and instantly undergoing ignominous pros- 
tration for his heroic defence of the privacy of lovers. 
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" Stand aside," said Laxley, imperiously. 
" Rosey ! so youVe come for me. Take my arm. 
You are under my protection." 

Another forlorn " Is it true ? " Rose cast towards 
Evan with her eyes. He wavered under them. 

" Did you receive my letter ? " he demanded of 
Laxley. 

" I decline to hold converse with you," said 
Laxley, drawing Rose's hand on his arm. 

" You will meet me to-day or to-morrow ? " 

" I am in the hahit of selecting my own com- 
pany." 

Rose disengaged her hand. Evan grasped it. 
No word of farewell was uttered. Her mouth 
moved, hut her eyes were hard shut, and nothing 
save her hand's strenuous pressure, equalling his 
own, told that their parting had heen spoken, the 
link violently snapped. 

Mr. John Raikes had heen picked up and pulled 
away hy Polly. She now rushed to Evan : " Good- 
bye, and God bless you, dear Mr. Harrington. 
I'll find means of letting you know how she is. 
And he shan't have her, mind ! " 

Rose was walking by Laxley's side, but not 
leaning on his arm. Evan blessed her for this. 
Ere she was out of sight the fly rolled down the 
street. She did not heed it, did not once turn her 
head. Ah, bitter imkindness ! 

When Love is hurt, it is self-lov6 that requires 
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the opiate. Conning gave it him in the form of 
a note in a handwriting not known to him. It 
said : 

"J do not belieye it, and nothing will ever 
make me. Jxtliasa.*' 

Evan could not forget these words. They 
coloured his fEurewell to Beckley : the dear old 
downs, the hop-gardens, the long grey farms 
walled with clipped yew, the home of his lost 
love ! He thought of them through weary nights 
when the ghostly image with the hard shut eye- 
lids and the quivering lips would rise and sway 
irresolutely in air till a shape out of the dark- 
ness extinguished it. Pride is the god of Pagans. 
Juliana had honoured his god. The spirit of 
Juliana seemed to pass into the body of Rose, 
and suffer for him as that ghostly image visibly 
suffered. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

IN WHICH WE HAVE TO SEE IN THE DARK. 

So ends the fourth act of our comedy. 

After all her heroism and extraordinary efforts, 
after, as she feared, offending Providence — after 
facing tailordom — ^the Countess was rolled away 
in a dingy fly : unrewarded even hy a penny, for 
what she had gone through. For she possessed 
eminently the practical nature of her sex ; and 
though she would have scorned, and would have 
declined to handle coin so base, its absence was 
upbraidingly mentioned in her spiritual outcries. 
Not a penny ! 

Nor was there, as in the miseries of retreat, she 
affected indifferently to imagine, a duke fished out 
of the ruins of her enterprise, to wash the mud off 
her garments and edge them with radiance. 
Caroline, it became clear to her, had been infected 
by Evan's folly. Caroline, she subsequently 
learnt, had likewise been a fool. Instead of mar- 
velling at the genius that had done so much in 
spite of the pair of fools that were the right and 
left wing of her battle array, the simple-minded 
lady wept. She wanted success, not genius. 

L 2 



148 EVAN HARRINGTON. 

Admiration she was ever ready to forfeit for 
success. 

Nor did she say to the tailors of earth : 
"Weep, for I sought to emancipate you from 
opprobrium by making one of you a gentleman ; 
I fought for a great principle and have failed." 
Heroic to the end, she herself shed all the tears ; 
took all the sorrow ! 

Where was consolation ? Would any Protestant 
clergyman administer comfort to her ? Could he ? 
— might he do so ? He might listen, and quote 
texts ; but he would demand the harsh rude 
English for everything ; and the Countess's con- 
fessional thoughts were all inuendoish, aerial ; too 
delicate to live in our shameless tongue. Confes- 
sion by implication, and absolution; she could 
know this to be what she wished for, and yet not 
think it. She could see a haven of peace in that 
picture of the littie brown box with the sleekly 
reverend figure bending his ear to the kneeling 
beauty outside, thrice ravishing as she half-lifts 
the veil of her sins and her visage ! — yet she 
started alarmed to hear it whispered that the fair 
penitent was the Countess de Saldar ; urgentiy 
she prayed that no disgraceful brother might ever 
drive her to that ! 

Never let it be a Catholic priest ! — she almost 
fashioned her petition into words. Who was to 
save her ? Alas ! alas ! in her dire distress — in 
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her sense of miserable pennilessness, she clung to 
Mr. John Eaikes, of the curricle, the mysteri- 
ously rich young gentleman ; and on that picture 
with Andrew roguishly contemplating it, and 
Evan, with feelings regarding his sister that he 
liked not to own, the curtain commiseratingly 
drops. 

As in the course of a stream you come upon 
certain dips, where, but here and there, a sparkle 
or a gloom of the full flowing water is caught 
through deepening foliage, so the history that 
concerns us wanders out of day for a time, and 
we must violate the post and open written leaves 
to mark the turn it takes. 

First we have a letter from Mr. Goren to Mrs. 
Mel, to inform her that her son has arrived and 
paid his respects to his future instructor in the 
branch of science practised by Mr. Goren. 

"He has arrived at last" says the worthy 
tradesman. " His appearance in the shop wiU be 
highly gentlemanly, and when he looks a little 
more pleasing, and grows fond of it, nothing will 
be left to be desired. The ladies, his sisters, 
have not thought proper to call. I had hopes of 
the custom of Mr. Andrew Cogglesby. Of course 
you wish him to learn tailoring thoroughly ? " 

Mrs. Mel writes back, thanking Mr. Goren, 
and saying that she had shown the letter to 
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inquiring creditors, and that she does wish her 
son to learn his business from the root This 
produces a second letter from Mr. Goren, which 
imparts to her that at the root of the tree of 
tailoring the novitiate must sit no less than six 
hours a-day with his legs crossed and doubled 
under him, cheerfully plying needle and thread ; 
and that, without this probation, to undergo 
which the son resolutely objects, all hope of his 
climbing to the top of the lofty tree, and viewing 
mankind from an eminence, must be surrendered. 

" If you do not insistf my dear Mrs. Harring- 
ton, I tell you candidly, your son may have a 
shop, but he will be no tailor.** 

Mrs. Mel imderstands her son and his state of 
mind well enough not to insist, and is resigned to 
the melancholy consequence. 

Then Mr. Goren discovers an extraordinary 
resemblance between Evan and his father: re- 
marking merely that the youth is not the gentle- 
man his father was in a shop, while he admits 
that, had it been conjoined to business habits, 
he should have envied his departed friend. 

He has soon something fresh to tell ; and it is 
that young Mr. Harrington is treating him cava- 
lierly. That he should penetrate the idea or 
appreciate the merits of Mr. Goren's Balance was 
hardly to be expected at present : the world did 
not, and Mr. Goren blamed no young man for his 
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ignorance. Still a proper attendance was requi- 
site. Mr. Goren thought it very singular that 
young Mr. Harrington should demand all the 
hours of the day for his own purposes, — up to 
half-past four. He found it difficult to speak to 
him as a master, and hegged that Mrs. Harring- 
ton would, as a mother. 

The reply of Mrs. Mel is dashed with a trifle 
of cajolery. She has heard from her son, and 
seeing that her son takes all that time from his 
right studies, to earn money wherewith to pay 
dehts of which Mr. Goren is cognisant, she trusts 
that their oldest friend will overlook it. 

Mr. Goren rejoins that he considers that he 
need not have been excluded from young Mr. 
Harrington's confidence. Moreover, it is a grief 
to him that the young gentleman should refruin 
from accepting any of his suggestions as to the 
propriety of requesting some, at least, of his rich 
and titled acquaintance to confer on him the 
favour of their patronage. 

" Which they would not repent," adds Mr. 
Goren, " and might learn to be very much 
obliged to him for, in return for kindnesses 
extended to him." 

Notwithstanding all my efforts, you see, the 
poor boy is thrust into the shop. There he is, 
without a doubt. He sleeps under Mr. Goren's 
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roof: be (since one cannot be too positive in 
citing tbe punisbment of sucb a Pagan) stands 
bebind a counter : be (and, ob ! cboke, young 
loves, tbat bave bovered around bim! sbrink 
from bim in natural borror, gentle ladies ! ) 
bandies tbe sbears. It is not my fault. He 
would be a Pagan. 

If you can tbink bim buman enougb still to 
care to know bow be feels it, I must tell you tbat 
be feels it bardly at all. After a big blow, a very 
little one scarcely counts. Wbat are outward 
forms and social ignominies to bim wbose beart 
bas been struck to tbe dust? His gods bave 
fougbt for bim, and tbere be is ! He deserves no 
pity. 

But be does not ask it of you, tbe callous 
Pagan ! Despise bim, if you please, and rank with 
tbe Countess, wbo despises bim most beartily. 

Dipping further into tbe secrets of the post, we 
discover a brisk correspondence between Juliana 
Bonner and Mrs. Strike. 

**A thousand thanks to you, my dear Miss 
Bonner," writes tbe latter lady. " Tbe unaflfected 
interest you take in my brother touches me 
deeply. I know him to be worthy of your good 
opinion. Yes, I will open my heart to you, 
dearest Juliana; and it shall, as you wish, be 
qmte secret between us. Not to a soul ! 

" He is quite alone. My sisters Harriet and 
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Louisa will not see him, and I can only do so by 
stealth. His odd little friend sometimes drives 
nje out on Sundays, to a place where I meet him ; 
and the Duke of Belfield kindly lends me his car- 
riage. Oh, that we might never part! I am 
only happy with him ! 

" Ah, do not doubt him, Juliana, for anything 
he does ! You say, that now the Duke has 
obtained for him the Secretaryship to my hus- 
band's Company, he should not stoop to that 
other thing, and you do not understand why. I 
will tell you. Our poor father died in debt, and 
Evan receives money which enables him by 
degrees to liquidate these debts, on condition 
that he consents to be what I dislike as much as 
you can. He bears it ; you can have no idea of 
his pride ! He is too proud to own to himself 
that it debases him — too proud to complain. It 
is a tangle — a net that drags him down to it : but 
whatever he is outwardly, he is the noblest 
human being in the world to me, and hut for himf 
oh, what should I be ? Let me beg you to forgive 
it, if you can. My darling has no friends. Is 
his temper as sweet as ever? I can answer 
that. Yes, only he is silent, and looks — when 
you look into his eyes — colder, as men look 
when they will not bear much from other men. 

" He has not mentioned her name. I am sure 
she has not written. 
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** Pity him, and pray for him." 

Juliana then makes a communication, whidi 
draws forth the following : — ^ 

" Mistress of all the Bectley property — dearest, 
dearest Juliana ! Oh ! how sincerely I congratu- 
late yoQ ! The hlack on the letter alarmed me so, 
I could hardly open it, my fingers trembled so ; 
for I esteem yon all at Beckley ; but when I had 
opened and read it, I was recompensed. You say 
you are sorry for Rose. But surely what your 
grandmama has done is quite right. It isjusty in 
every sense. But why am I not to tell Eran ? I 
am certain it would make him very happy, and 
happiness of any kind he needs so much ! I will 
obey you, of course, but I cannot see why. Do 
you know, my dear child, you are extremely mys- 
terious, and puzzle me. Evan takes a pleasure in 
speaking of you. You and Lady Jocelyn are his 
great themes. Why is he to be kept ignorant 
of your good fortune ? The spitting of blood is 
bad. You must winter in a warm climate. I do 
think that London is far better for you in the 
late Autumn than Hampshire. May I ask my 
sister Harriet to invite you to reside with her for 
some weeks ? Nothing, I know, would give her 
greater pleasure." 

Juliana answers this — 

" If you love me — I sometimes hope that you 
do — ^but the feeling of being loved is so strange 
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to me that I can only believe it at times — but, 
Caroline — there, I have mustered up courage to 
call you by your Christian name at last — Oh, 
dear Caroline ! if you do love me, do not tell Mr. 
Harrington. I go on my knees to you to beg 
you not to tell him a word. I have no reasons 
indeed — not any ; but I implore you again never 
even to hint that I am anything but the person 
he knew at Beckley. 

"Eose has gone to Elbume House, where 
Ferdinand, her friend, is to meet her. She rides 
and sings the same, and keeps all her colour. 

" She may not, as you imagine, have much 
sensibility. Perhaps not enough. I am afraid 
that Rose is turning into a very worldly woman ! 

"As to what you kindly say about inviting 
me to London, I should like it, and I am my own 
mistress. Do you know, I think I am older 
than your brother ! I am twenty-three. Pray, 
when you write, tell me if he is older than that. 
But should I not be a dreadful burden to you ? 
Sometimes I have to keep to my chamber whole 
days and days. When that happens now, I 
think of you entirely. See how I open my heart 
to you. You say that you do to me. I wish I 
could really think it." 

A postscript begs Caroline "not to forget 
about the ages.*' 

In this fashion the two ladies open their hearts, 
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and contrire to read one another perfectlj in 
their mutual hypocnsies. 

Some letters bearing the signatures of Mr. 
John Baikes, and Miss PoUj TVheedle, likewise 
pass. Pollj inquires for detailed accounts of the 
health and doings of Mr. Harrington. Jack 
replies with full particulars of her 0¥m proceed- 
ings, and mild corrections of her grammar. It is 
to be noted that PoUj grows much humbler to 
him on paper, which being instantly perceived by 
the mercurial one, his caressing condescension to 
her is yery beautifuL She is taunted with IVfr. 
Nicholas Frim, and answers, after the lapse of a 
week, that the aforesaid can be nothing to her, 
as he '* went in a passion to church last Sunday 
and got married." It appears that they had 
quarrelled, " because I danced with you that 
night." To this Mr. Saikes rejoins in a style 
that would be signified by " ahem ! " in language, 
and an arrangement of the shirt collar before the 
looking-glass, in action. 
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CHAPTER X. 

IN THE DOMAIN OF TAILORDOM. 

Thebe was peace in Mr. Goren's shop. Bad- 
gered ministers, bankrupt merchants, diploma- 
tists with a headache — any of our modem 
grandees under difficulties, might have envied 
that peace over which Mr. Goren presided : and 
he was an enviable man. He loved his craft, he 
believed that he had not succeeded the millions 
of antecedent tailors in vain; and, excepting 
that trifling coquetry mth shixt-fronts, viz., the 
red crosses, which a shrewd rival had very soon 
ecUpsed by representing nymphs triangularly 
posed, he devoted himself to his business from 
morning to night ; as rigid in demanding respect 
from those beneath him, as he was profuse in 
lavishing it on his patrons. His public boast 
was, that he owed no man a fEtrthing : his secret 
comfort, that he possessed two thousand pounds 
in the funds. But Mr. Goren did not stop here. 
Behind these external characteristics he nursed 
a passion. Evan was astonished and pleased to 
find in him an enthusiastic fern-collector. Not 
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that Mr. Harrington shared the passion, but the 
sight of these brown roots spread out, ticketed, 
on the stained paper, after supper, when the 
shutters were up and the house defended from 
the hostile outer world; the old man poring 
over them, and naming this and that spot where, 
during his solitary Saturday afternoon and Sun- 
day excursions, he had lighted on the rare 
samples exhibited : this contrast of the quiet 
evening with the sordid day humanised Mr. 
Goren to him. He began to see a spirit in the 
rigid tradesman not so utterly dissimilar to his 
own, and he fancied that he, too, had a taste for 
ferns. Round Beckley how they abounded ! 

He told Mr. Goren so, and Mr. Goren said : 

" Some day we'll jog down there together, as 
the saying goes." 

Mr. Goren spoke of it as an ordinary event, 
likely to happen in the days to come : not as an 
incident the mere mention of which, as being pro- 
bable, stopped the breath and made the pulses 
leap. 

For now Evan's education taught him to feel 
that he was at his lowest degree. Never now 
could Rose stoop to him. He carried the shop 
on his back. She saw the brand of it on his 
forehead. Well ! and what was Rose to him, 
beyond a blissful memory, a star that he had 
once touched? Self-love kept him strong by 
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day, but in the darkness of night came his 
misery ; wakening from tender dreams, he would 
find his heart sinking under a horrible pressure, 
and then the fair fresh face of Eose swam over 
him ; the hours of Beckley were revived ; with 
intolerable anguish he saw that she was blame- 
less — that he alone was to blame. Yet worse 
was it when his closed eyelids refused to conjure 
up the sorrowful lovely nightmare, and he lay 
like one in a trance, entombed — wretched Pagan! 
feeling all that had been blindly ; when the Past 
lay beside him like a corpse that he had slain. 
• These nightly torments helped him to brave 
what the morning brought. Insensibly also, as 
Time hardened his sufferings, Evan asked him- 
self what the shame of his position consisted in. 
He grew stiff-necked. His Pagan virtues stood 
up one by one to support him. Andrew, cour- 
ageously evading the interdict that forbade him 
to visit Evan, would meet him by appointment at 
City taverns, and flatly offered him a place in the 
brewery. Evan declined it, on the pretext that, 
having received old Tom's money for the year, he 
must at least work out that term according to 
the conditions. Andrew fumed and sneered at 
Tailordom. Evan said that there was peace in 
Mr. Goren's shop. His sharp senses discerned 
in Andrew's sneer a certain sincerity, and he 
revolted against it. Mr. John Raikes, too, bur- 
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lesqued society so well, that he had the satisfac- 
tion of laughing at his enemy occasionally. The 
latter gentleman was still a pensioner, flying 
about town with the Countess de Saldar, in 
deadly fear lest that fascinating lady should dis- 
cover the seat of his fortune ; happy, notwith- 
standing. In the mirror of Evan's little world, 
he beheld the great one from which he was 
banished. 

Now the dusk of a winter's afternoon was 
closing over London, when a carriage drew up in 
front of Mr. Goren's shop, out of which, to Mr. 
Goren's chagrin, a lady stepped, with her veil 
down. The lady entered, and said that she 
wished to speak to Mr. Harrington. Mr. Goren 
made way for her to his pupil ; and was amazed 
to see her fall into his arm, and hardly gratified 
to hear her say: "Pardon me, darling, for 
coming to you in this place." 

Evan asked permission to occupy the parlour. 

"My place," said Mr. Goren, with humble 
severity, over his spectacles, "is very poor. 
Such as it is, it is at the lady's service." 

Alone together, Evan was about to ease his 
own feelings by remarking to the effect that Mr. 
Goren was human like the rest of us, but 
Caroline cried, with unwonted vivacity r 

" Yes, yes, I know ; but I thought only of you. 
I have such news for you ! You will and must 
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pardon my coming — ^that's my first thought, sen- 
sitiye darling that you are!" She kissed him 
fondly. ''Juliana Bonner is in town, staying 
with us!" 

" Is that your news ? '' asked Evan, pressing 
her against his breast. 

" No, dear love — but still ! You have no idea 
what her fortune — Mrs. Bonner has died and left 
her — but I mustn't tell you. Oh, my darling ! 
how she admires you! She — she could recom- 
pense you ; if you would ! We will put that by, 
for the present. Dear! the Duke has begged 
you, through me, to accept — I think it's to be a 
sort of bailiff to his estates — I don't know 
rightly. It's a very honourable post, that gentle- 
men take : and the income you are to have, Evan, 
will be near a thousand a-year. Now, what do I 
deserve for my news ? " 

She put up her mouth for another kiss, out of 
breath. 

True ? " looked Evan's eyes. 
True 1" she said, smiling, and feasting on his 
bewilderment. 

After the bubbling in his brain had a little 
subsided, Evan breathed as a man on whom fresh 
air is blown. Were not these tidings of release ? 
His ridiculous pride must nevertheless inquire 
whether Caroline had been begging this for him. 

" No, dear — indeed !" Caroline asserted with 
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more than natural vehemence, " It's something 
that you yourself have done that has pleased him. 
I don't know what. Only he says, he believes 
you are a man to be trusted with the keys of any- 
thing — and so you are. You are to call on him 
to-morrow. Will you ? '* 

While Evan was replying, her face became 
white. She had heard the Major's voice in the 
shop. His military step advanced, and Caroline, 
exclaiming, " Don't let me see him I " bustled to 
a door. Evan nodded, and she slipped through. 
The next moment he was facing the stiff marine. 

"Well, young man," the Major commenced, 
and, seating himself, added, " be seated. I want 
to talk to you seriously, sir. You didn't thiok fit 
to wait till I had done with the Directors to-day. 
You're devilishly out in your discipline, whatever 
you are at two and two. I suppose there's no 
fear of being intruded on here ? None of your 
acquaintances likely to be introducing themselves 
to me ? " 

" There is not one that I would introduce to 
you," said Evan. 

The Major nodded a brief recognition of the 
compliment, and then, throwing his back against 
the chair, fired out : " Come, sir, is this your 
doing ? " 

In military phrase, Evan now changed front. 
His first thought had been that the Major had 
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come for his wife. He perceived that he himself 
was the special object of his visitation. 

"I must ask you what you allude to," he 
answered. 

" You are not at your office, but you will 
speak to me as if there were some distinction 
between us," said the Major. " My having mar- 
ried your sister does not reduce me to the ranks, 
I hope." 

The Major drummed his knuckles on the table, 
after this impressive delivery. 

" Hem ! " he resumed. " Now, sir, understand, 
before you speak a word, that I can see through 
any number of infernal lies. I see that you're 
prepared for prevarication. By George ! it shall 
come out of you, if I get it by main force. The 
Duke compelled me to give you that appointment 
in my Company. Now, sir, did you, or did you 
not, go to him and deliberately state to him 
that you believed the affairs of the Company to 
be in a bad condition — infamously handled, 
likely to involve his honour as a gentleman ? 
I ask you, sir, did you do this, or did you not 
doit?" 

Evan waited till the sharp rattle of the Major's 
close had quieted. 

"If I am to answer the wording of your state- 
ment, I may say that I did not." 

"Very good; very good; that will do. Are 

M 2 
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you aware that the Duke has sent in his resigna* 
tion as a Director of our Company ?'* 

" I hear of it first from you." 

" Confound your familiarity ! " cried the irri- 
table officer, rising. " Am I always to be told 
that I married your sister ? Address me, sir, as 
becomes your duty." 

Evan heard the words " beggarly tailor '' 
mumbled : " out of the gutters," and " cursed 
connection." He stood in the attitude of atten- 
tion, while the Major continued : 

" Now, young man, listen to these facts. You 
came to me this day last week, and complained 
that you did not comprehend some of our trans- 
actions and affidrs. I explained them to your 
damned stupidity. You went away. Three days 
after that, you had an interview with the Duke. 
Stop, sir ! What the devil do you mean by daring 
to speak while I am speaking? You saw the 
Duke, I say. Now, what took place at that inter- 
view? 

The Major tried to tower over Evan powerfully, 
as he put this query. They were of a common 
height, and to do so he had to rise on his toes, so 
that the effect was but momentary. 

I think I am not bound to reply," said Evan. 
Very well, sir; that will do." The Majors 
fingers were evidently itching for an absent 
rattan. " Confess it or not, you are dismissed 
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from your post. Do you hear ? You are kicked 
in the street. A beggarly tailor you were bom, 
and a beggarly tailor you will die." 

" I must beg you to stop, now," said Evan. " I 
told you that I was not bound to reply : but I 
will. If you will sit down. Major Strike, you 
shall hear what you wish to know." 

This being presently complied with, though 
not before a glare of the Major's eyes had shown 
his doubt whether it might not be construed into 
insolence, Evan pursued : 

** I came to you and informed you that I could 
not reconcile the cash-accounts of the Company, 
and that certain of the later proceedings appeared 
to me to jeopardise its prosperity. Your explana- 
tions did not satisfy me. I admit that you 
enjoined me to be silent. But the Duke, as a 
Director, had as strong a right to claim me as his 
servant, and when he questioned me as to the 
position of the Company, I told him what I 
thought, just as I had told you." 

" You told him we were jobbers and swindlers, 
sir ! " 

" The Duke inquired of me whether I would, 
under the circumstances, while proceedings 
were going on which I did not approve of, 
take the responsibility of allowing my name to 
remain — " 
^ " Ha ! ha ! ha ! " the Major burst out. This 



166 ItVAN itfARtolGTON. 

to ft fit of tearless sobbing. With one foot in 
the room Caroline hung watching him. A pain 
iiat she had never known wrung her nerves. 
His whole manhood seemed to be shaken, as 
if by regular pulsations of intensest misery. 
She stood in awe of the sight till her limbs 
failed her, and then staggering to him she fell 
on her knees, clasping his, passionately kissing 
them* 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

IN WHICH THE COUNTESS STILL SCENTS GAME. 

Mb. John Eaikes and his friend Frank Bemand, 
sumamed Franco, to suit the requirements of 
metre, in which they habitually conversed, were 
walking arm-in-arm along the drive in Society's 
Park on a fine frosty Sunday afternoon of mid- 
winter. The quips and jokes of Franco were 
lively, and he looked into the carriages passing, 
as if he knew that a cheerful countenance is not 
without charms for their inmates. Jack's face, 
on the contrary, was barren and bleak. Being of 
that nature that when a pun was made he must 
perforce outstrip it, he fell into Franco's humour 
from time to time, but albeit aware that what he 
uttered was good, and by comparison transcen- 
dent, he refused to enjoy it. Nor when Franco 
started from his arm to declaim a passage, did he 
do other than make limp efforts to unite himself 
to Franco again. A further sign of immense 
depression in him was that instead of the creative, 
it was the critical faculty he exercised, and rather 
than reply to Franco in his form of speech, he 
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scanned occasional lines and objected to particular 
phrases. He had clearly exchanged the sanguine 
for the bilious temperament, and was fast strand- 
ing on the rocky shores of prose. Franco bore 
this very well, for he, like Jack in happier days, 
claimed all the glances of lovely woman as his 
own, and on his right there flowed a stream of 
beauties. At last he was compelled to observe : 
"This change is sudden: wherefore so downcast? 
With tigrine claw thou mangiest my speech, thy 
cheeks are like December's pippin, and thy 
tongue most sour ! " 

** Then of it make a farce ! ** said Jack, for 
the making of farces was Franco's profession. 
" Wherefore so downcast ! What a line ! There ! 
let's walk on. Let us the left foot forward stout 
advance. I care not for the herd." 

" 'Tis love ! " cried Franco. 

" Ay, an' it be ! " Jack gloomily returned. 

" For ever cruel is the sweet Saldar ? " 

Jack winced at this name. 

" A truce to banter, Franco ! " he said 
sternly: but the subject was opened, and the 
wound. 

" Love ! " he pursued, mildly groaning. " Sup- 
pose you adored a fascinating woman, and she 
knew — positively knew — your manly weakness, 
and you saw her smiling upon everybody, and 
she told you to be happy, and egad, when 
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you came to reflect, you found that after three 
months suit you were nothing better than her 
errand-boy? A thing to boast of, is it not, 
quotha ? " 

" Love's yellow-fever, jealousy, methinks," 
Franco commenced in reply; but Jack spat at the 
emphasised word. 

"Jealousy! — who's jealous of clergymen and 
that crew? Not I, by Pluto! I carried five 
messages to one fellow with a coat-tail straight to 
his heels, last week. She thought I should drive 
my curricle — I couldnH afford an omnibus ! I had 
to run. When I returned to her I was dirty. 
She made remarks ! " 

" Thy sufferings are severe — but such is 
woman ! " said Franco. " 'Gad, it's a good idea, 
though." He took out a note-book and pencilled 
a point or two. Jack watched the process sar- 
donically." 

" My tragedy is, then, thy farce ! " he exclaimed. 
" Well, be it so ! I believe I shall come to song- 
writing again myself shortly — beneath the shield 
of Catnach 111 a nation's ballads frame. I've 
spent my income in four months, aiid now I'm 
living on my curricle. I underlet it. It's like 
trade — it's as bad as poor old Harrington, by 
Jove I But that isn't the worst. Franco ! " Jack 
dropped his voice : " I believe I'm furiously loved 
by a poor country wench." 
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"Morals!" was Franco's most encouraging 
teprooL 

" Oh, I don't think I've even kissed her," re- 
joined Jack, who doubted because his imagination 
was vivid. " It's my intellect that dazzles her. 
I've got letters — she calls me clever. By jingo ! 
since I gave up driving I've had thoughts of 
rushing down to her and making her mine in 
spite of home, fanuly, fortune, friends, name, 
position — everything ! I have, indeed." 

Franco looked naturally astonished at this 
amount of self-sacrifice. " The Countess ? " he 
shrewdly suggested. 

** I*d rather be my Polly's prince 
Than yon great lady's errand-boy !" 

Jack burst into song. 

He stretched out his hand, as if to discard all 
the great ladies who were passing. By the 
Strangest misfortune ever known, the direction 
taken by his fingers was towards a carriage 
wherein, beautifully smiling opposite an elaborately 
reverend gentleman of middle age, the Countess 
de Saldar was sitting. This great lady is not to 
be blamed for deeming that her errand-boy was 
pointing her out vulgarly on a public promenade. 
Ineffable disdain curled off her sweet olive visage. 
She turned her head. 

" I'U go down to that girl to-night," said Jack, 
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with compressed passion. And then he hurried 
Franco along to the bridge, where, behold, the 
Countess alighted with the gentleman, and walked 
beside him into the gardens. 

** Follow her," said Jack, in agitation. " Do 
you see her ? by yon long-tailed raven's side ? 
Follow her. Franco ! See if he kisses her hand — 
anything ! and meet me here in half an hour. I'll 
have evidence ! '* 

Franco did not altogether like the office, but 
Jack's dinners, singular luck, and superiority in 
the encounter of puns, gave him the upper hand 
with his friend, and so Franco went. 

Turning away from the last glimpse of his 
Countess, Jack crossed the bridge, and had not 
strolled far beneath the bare branches of one of 
the long green walks, when he perceived a gentle- 
man with two ladies leaning on him. 

" Now, there," moralised Jack ; " now, what 
do you say to that? Do you call that fair? He 
can't be happy, and it's not in nature for them to 
be satisfied. And yet, if I went up and attempted 
to please them all by taking one away, the proba- 
bilities are that he would knock me down. Such 
is life ! We won*t be made^comfortable ! " 

Nevertheless, he passed them with indifference, 
for it was merely the principle he objected to ; 
and, indeed, he was so wrapped in his own con- 
ceptions, that his name h&d to be called behind 
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him twice before he recognised Evan Harrington, 
Mrs. Strike, and Miss Bonner. The arrange- 
ment he had previously thought good, was then 
spontaneously adopted. Mrs. Strike reposed her 
fair hand upon Jack's arm, and Juliana, with a 
timid glance of pleasure, walked ahead in Evan's 
charge. Close neighbourhood between the 
couples was not kept. The genius of Mr. John 
Raikes was wasted in manoeuvres to lead his 
beautiful companion into places where he could 
be seen with her, and envied. It was, perhaps, 
more flattering that she should betray a marked 
disposition to prefer solitude in his society. But 
this idea illumined him only towards the moment 
of parting. Then he saw it ; then he groaned in 
soul, and besought Evan to have one more 
promenade, saying, with characteristic cleverness 
in the masking of his real thoughts : " It gives us 
an appetite, you know." 

In Evan's face and Juliana's there was not 
much sign that any protraction of their walk 
together would aid this beneficent process of 
nature. He took her hand gently, and when he 
quitted it, it dropped. 

" The Rose, the Rose of Beckley Court ! " Jack 
sang aloud. " Why, this is a day of meetings. 
Behold John Thomas in the rear — a tower of 
plush and powder ! Shall I rush — shall I pluck 
her from the aged stem ? " 
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On the gravel-walk above them Eose passed 
with her aristocratic grandmother, muffled in furs. 
She marched deliberately, looking coldly before 
her. Evan's face was white, and Juliana, whose 
eyes were fixed on him, shuddered. 

"I*m chilled," she murmured to Caroline. 
" Let us go." 

Caroline eyed Evan with a meaning sadness. . 

" We will hurry to our carriage," she said. " I 
will write.** 

They were seen to make a little circuit so as 
not to approach Rose ; after whom, thoughtless 
of his cruelty, Evan bent his steps slowly, halting 
when she reached her carriage. He believed — 
rather, he knew that she had seen him. There 
was a consciousness in the composed outlines of 
her face as she passed : the indiflference was too 
perfect. Let her hate him, if she pleased. It 
recompensed him that the air she wore should 
make her appearance more womanly; and that 
black dress and crape-bonnet, in some way, 
touched him to mournful thoughts of her that 
helped a partial forgetfulness of wounded self. 

Bose had driven off. He was looking at the 
same spot where Caroline's hand waved from her 
carriage. Juliana was not seen. Caroline re- 
quested her to nod to him once, but she would 
not. She' leaned back hiding her eyes, and 
moving a petulant shoulder at Caroline's hand. 
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" Has he oflfended you, my child ? " 

Juliana answered harshly : 

** No— no." 

" Are my hopes false ? " asked the mellow voice. 

No reply was heard. The wheels rolled on, 
and Caroline tried other suhjects, knowing 
possihly that they would lead Juliana back to this 
of her own accord. 

" You saw how she treated him ? " the latter 
presently said, without moving her hand from 
before her eyes. 

"Yes, dear. He forgives her, and will 
forget it." 

" Oh ! " she clenched her long thin hand, " I 
pray that I may not die before I have made her 
repent it. She shall ! " 

Juliana looked glitteringly in Caroline's face, 
and then fell a-weeping, and suffered herself to 
be folded and caressed. The storm was long 
subsiding. 

"Dearest! you are better now?" said Caro- 
line. 

She whispered : " Yes." 

*' My brother has only to know you, dear " 

" Hush ! That's past." Juliana stopped her ; 
and, on a deep breath that threatened to break to 
sobs, she added in a sweeter voice than was 
common to her, " Ah, why — ^why did you tell him 
about the Beckley property ? " 
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CaroKne vainly strove to deny that she had 
told him. Juliana*s head shook mournfully at 
her ; and now Caroline knew what Juliana meant 
when she begged so earnestly that Evan should 
be kept ignorant of her change of fortune. 

Some days after this the cold struck Juliana's 
chest, and she sickened. The three sisters held 
a sitting to consider what it was best to do with 
her. Caroline proposed to take her to Beckley 
without delay, Harriet was of opinion that the 
least they could do was to write to her relations 
and make them instantly aware of her condition. 

But the Countess said ** No," to both. Her 
argument was, that Juliana being independent, 
they were by no means bound to " bundle " her, in 
her state, back to a place where she had been so 
shamefully maltreated : that here she would live, 
while there she would certainly die : that absence 
of excitement was her medicine, and that here she 
had it. Mrs. Andrew, feeling herself responsible 
as the young lady's hostess, did not acquiesce in 
the Countess's views till she had consulted Juli- 
ana ; and then apologies for giving trouble were 
breathed on the one hand; sympathy, condo- 
lences, and professions of esteem, on the other. 
Juliana said, she was but slightly ill, would soon 
recover. Entreated not to leave them before she 
was thoroughly re-established, and to consent to 

YOL. III. K 
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be looked on as one of the family, she sighed, 
and said it was the utmost she could hope. Of 
course the ladies took this compliment to them- 
selves, but Evan began to wax in importance. 
The Countess thought it nearly time to acknow- 
ledge him, and supported the idea by a citation 
of the doctrine, that to forgive is Christian. It 
happened, however, that Harriet, who had less 
art and more will than her sisters, was inflexible. 
She, living in a society but a few steps above 
Tailordom, however magnificent in expenditure 
and resources, abhorred it solemnly. From 
motives of prudence, as well as personal disgust^ 
she continued firm in declining to receive her 
brother. She would not relent when the Countess 
pointed out a dim, a dazzling prospect, growing 
out of Evan*s proximity to the heiress of Beckley 
Court ; she was not to be moved when Caroline 
suggested that the specific for the fi*ail invalid 
was Evan's presence. As to this, Juliana was 
sufficiently open, though, as she conceived, her 
art was extreme. 

" Do you know why I stay to vex and trouble 
you ? " she asked Caroline. " Well, then, it is 
that I may see your brother united to you all : 
and then I shall go happy." 

The pretext served also to make him the 
subject of many conversations. Twice a week a 
bunch of the best flowers that could be got were 
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sorted and arranged by her, and sent namelessly 
to brighten Evan's chamber. 

"I may do such a thmg as this, you know, 
without incurring blame," she said. 

The sight of a love so humble in its strength 
and affluence, sent Caroline to Evan on a fruit- 
less errand. What availed it that, accused of 
giving lead to his pride in refusing the heiress, 
Evan should declare that he did not love her ? 
He did not, Caroline admitted as possible, but 
he might. He might learn to love her, and 
therefore he was wrong in wounding her heart. 
She related flattering anecdotes. She drew tear- 
fnl pictures of JuUana's love for him; and 
noticing how he seemed to prize his bouquet 
of flowers, said : 

"Do you love them for themselves, or the 
hand that sent them ? "^ 

Evan blushed, for it had been a struggle for 
him to receive them^ as he thought, from Bose in 
secret. The flowers lost their value ; the s(mg 
that had arisen out of them, '* Thou livest in my 
memory," ceased. But they came still. How 
many degrees from love gratitude may be, I have 
not reckoned. I rather fear it lies on the oppo- 
site shore. From a youth to a girl, it may yet 
be very tender ; the more so, because their ages 
commonly exclude such a sentiment, and nature 
seems willing to make a transition stage of it, 

N 2 
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Evan wrote to Juliana. Incidentally he ex- 
pressed a wish to see her. Juliana was under 
doctor's interdict: but she was not to be pre- 
vented from going when Evan wished her to 
go. They met in the park, as before, and he 
talked to her five minutes through the carriage 
window. 

" Was it worth the risk, my poor child ? " said ' 
Caroline, pityingly. 

Juliana cried ; " Oh ! I would give anything to 
Uve ! " 

A man might have thought that she made no 
direct answer. 

'* Don't you think I am patient ? Don't you 
think I am very patient ? " she asked Caroline, 
.winningly, on their way home. 

£Jaroline could scarcely forbear from smiling 
rat the feverish anxiety she showed for a reply 
that should confii'm her worda and hopes. 

-** So we must all be ! " she said, and that com- 
i^on-place remark caused Juliana to exclaim : 
** Prisoners have lived in a dungeon, on bread 
and water, for years ! " 

Whereat Caroline kissed her so very tenderly 
that Juliana tried to look surprised, and failing, 
her thin lips quivered ; she breathed a soft 
"hush," and fell on Caroline's bosom. 

She was transparent enough in one thing ; but 
the flame which burned within her did not light 
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her through. Others, on other matters, were 
quite as transparent to her. Caroline never knew 
that she had as much as told her the moral 
suicide Evan had committed at Beckley ; so 
cunningly had she been probed at intervals with 
little casual questions; random interjections, that 
one who loved him could not fail to meet ; 
petty doubts requiring elucidations. And the 
Countess, kind as her sentiments had grown 
towards the aflBlicted creature, was compelled to 
proclaim her densely stupid in material affairs. 
For the Countess had an itch of the simplest 
feminine curiosity to know whether the dear 
child had any notion of accomplishing a certain 
holy duty of the perishable on this earth, who 
might possess worldly goods ; and no hints — ^not 
even plain speaking, would do. Juliana did not 
understand her at all. 

The Countess exhibited a mourning-ring on 
her finger, Mrs. Bonner's bequest to her. 

" How fervent is my gratitude to my excellent 
departed friend for this! A legacy, however 
trifling, embalms our dear lost ones in the 
memory ! " 

It was of no avail. Juliana continued densely 
stupid. Was she not worse ? The Countess 
could not, " in decency," as she observed, reveal 
to her who had prompted Mrs. Bonner so to 
bequeath the Beckley estates as to " ensure sweet 
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Juliana's future ; * but ought not Juliana to 
divine it? — Juliana at least had hints sufficient. 

Cold spring winds were now blowing. JuUana . 
had resided no less than two months with the 
Cogglesbys. She was entreated still to remain, 
and she did. From Lady Jocelyn she heard 
not a word of remonstrance ; but from Miss 
Carrington and Mrs. Shome she received admo- 
nishing letters. Finally, Mr. Harry Jocelyn 
presented himself. Iif London, and without any 
of that needful substance which a young gen- 
tleman feels the want of in London more than 
elsewhere, Harry began to have thoughts of his 
own, without any instigation from his aunts, 
about devoting himself to business. So he sent 
his card up to his cousin, and was graciously met 
in the drawing-room by the Countess, who ruffled 
him and smoothed him, and would possibly have 
distracted his soul from business had his cir- 
cumstances been less straitened. Juliana was 
declared to be too unwell to see him that day. 
He called a second time, and enjoyed a similar 
greeting. His third visit procured him an audi- 
ence alone with Juliana, when, at once, despite 
the warnings of his aunts, the frank fellow 
plunged into medias res. Mrs. Bonner had left 
him totally dependent on his parents and his 
chances. 
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'' A desperate state of things, isn't it, Juley ? 
I tlunk I shall go for a soldier — common, yon 
know." 

Instead of shrieking oat against snch a 
debasement of his worth and gentility, as was 
to be expected, Juliana said : 

" That's what Mr. Harrington thought of 
doing." 

"He ! If he'd had the pluck he would." 

" His duty forbade it, and he did not." 

" Duty ! a confounded tailor ! What fools we 
were to have him at Beckley ! " 

" Has the Countess been unkind to you 
Harry?" 

" I havn't seen her to-day, and don't want to. 
It's my little dear old Juley I came for." 

" Dear Harry ! " she thanked him with eyes 
and hands. " Come often, won't you ? " 

" Why, ain't you coming back to us, Juley ? " 

"Not yet. They are very kind to me here. 
How is Rose ? " 

"Oh, quite jolly. She and Ferdinand are 
thick again. Balls every night. She dances 
like the deuce. They want me to go; but I 
ain't the sort of figure for those places, and 
besides, 1 shan't dance till I can lead you out." 

A spur of laughter at Harry's generous nod 
brought on Juliana^s cough. Harry watched her 
little body shaken and her reddened eyes. Some 
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real emotion — ^perhaps the fear which healthy 
young people experience at the sight of deadly 
disease — ^made Harry touch her arm with the 
softness of a child's touch." 

" Don*t he alarmed, Harry," she said. " It's 
nothing — only winter. I*m determined to get 
well." 

** That's right," quoth he, recovering. " I know 
youVe got pluck, or you wouldn't have stood that 
operation." 

** Let me see : when was that ? " she asked 
slyly. 

Harry coloured, for it related to a time when 
he had not behaved prettily to her. 

" There, Juley, that's all forgotten. I was a 
fool — a scoundrel, if you like. I'm sorry for it 



now." 



" Do you want money Harry ? " 

" Oh, money ! " 

" Have you repaid Mr. Harrington yet ? " 

"There — no, I haven't. Bother it! that 
fellow's name's always on your tongue. I'll tell 
you what Juley — but it's no use. He's a low, 
vulgar adventurer." 

" Dear Harry," said Juliana, softly ; " don't 
bring your aunts with you when you come to 
see me." 

" Well, then I'll tell you, Juley. It's enough 
that he '3 a beastly tailor." 
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" Quite enough," she responded. " And he is 
neither a fool nor a scoundrel." 

Hany's memory for his own speecli was not 
quick. When Juliana's calm glance at him called 
it up, he jumped from his chair, crying: " Upon 
my honour, I'll teU you what, Juley ! If I had 
money to pay him to-morrow, I'd insult him on 
the spot." 

Juliana meditated, and said : " Then aU your 
friends must wish you to continue poor." 

This girl had once heen on her knees to him. 
She had looked up to him with admiring love, 
and he had given her a crumh or so occasionally, 
thinking her something of a fool, and more of a 
pest ; hut now he could not say a word to her 
without being baffled in an elderly-sisterly tone 
that exasperated him so far that he positively 
wished to marry her, and coming to the point, 
offered himself with downright sincerity, and 
was rejected. Harry left in a passion. Juliana 
confided the secret to Caroline, who suggested 
interested motives, which Juliana would not 
hear of. 

" Ah," said the Countess, when Caroline men- 
tioned the case to her, " of course the poor thing 
cherishes her first offer. She would believe a 
curate to be disinterested ! But mind that Evan 
has due warning when she is to meet him. Mind 
that he is dressed becomingly." 
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Caroline asked why. 

'' Because, my dear, she is enamonred of his 
person. These little unhealthy creatures are 
always attracted by the person. She thinks it 
to be £van*s qualities. I know better : it is his 
person. Beckley Court may be lost by a shabby 
coat ! " 

The Countess had recovered from certain 
spiritual languors into which she had fallen after 
her retreat. Ultimate victory hung still in the 
balance. Oh ! if Evan would only marry this 
little sufferer, who was so sure to die within a 
year ! or, if she lived (for marriage has often been 
as a resurrection to some poor female invalids), 
there was Beckley Court, a splendid basis for 
future achievements. Beflecling in this fashion, 
the Countess pardoned her brother. Glowing 
hopes hung fresh lamps in her charitable breast. 
She stepped across the threshold of Tailordom, 
won Mr. Goren's heart by her condescension, 
and worked Evan into a sorrowful mood con- 
cerning the invalid. Was not Juliana his only 
active friend ? In return, he said things which 
only required a little colouring to be very 
acceptable to her. The game waxed exciting 
again. The enemy (the Jocel3m party), was 
alert, but powerless. The thi*ee sisters were 
almost wrought to perform a sacrifice far 
exceeding Evan's. They nearly decided to sum^ 
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mon him to the house : but the matter being 
broached at table one evening, Major Strike 
objected to it so angrily that they abandoned it, 
with the satisfactory conclusion that if they did 
wrong it was the Major*s fault. 

Meantime Juliana had much on her con* 
science. She knew Evan to be innocent, and 
she allowed Eose to think him guilty. Could 
she bring her heart to join them? That was 
not in her power : but desiring to be lulled by 
a compromise, she devoted herself to make his 
relatives receive him; and on days of bitter 
winds she would drive out to meet him, answer- 
ing all expostulations with — " I should not go 
if he were here." 

The game waxed hot. It became a question 
whether Evan should be admitted to the house 
in spite of the Major. Juliana now made an 
extraordinary move. Having the Count with 
her in the carriage one day, she stopped in front 
of Mr. Goren's shop, and Evan had to come out. 
The Count returned home extremely mystified. 
Once more the unhappy Countess was obliged 
to draw bills on the fabulous; and as she had 
recommenced the system, which was not without 
its fascinations to her, Juliana, who had touched 
the spring, had the full benefit of it. The 
Countess had deceived her before — what of 
that? She spoke things sweet to hear. Who 
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could be false that gave her heart food on which 
it Uved ? 

One night JuUana returned from her drive 
alarmingly ill. She was watched through the 
night by Caroline and the Countess alternately. 
In the morning the sisters met. 

" She has consented to let us send for a 
doctor," said Caroline. 

" Her chief desire seems to be a lawyer," said 
the Countess. 

"Yes, but the doctor must be sent for first." 

"Yes, indeed! But it behoves us to previse 
that the doctor does not kill her before the 
lawyer comes." 

Caroline looked at Louisa, and said : " Are you 
ignorant ? " 

" No — what ? " cried the Countess eagerly. 

" Evan has written to tell Lady Jocelyn the 
state of her health, and — " 

" And that naturally has aggravated her 
malady ! " The Countess cramped her long 
fingers. "The child heard it from him yester- 
day ! Oh, I could swear at that brother ! " 

She dropped into a chair and sat rigid and 
square-jawed, a sculpture of unutterable rage. 

In the afternoon Lady Jocelyn arrived. The 
doctor was there — the lawyer had gone. Without 
a word of protest Juliana accompanied her lady- 
ship to Beckley Court. Here was a blow ! 
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But Andrew was preparing one more mighty 
still. What if the Cogglesby Brewery proved a 
basis most unsound ? Where must they fall 
then ? Alas ! on that point whence they sprang. 
If not to Perdition — Tailordom ! 



190 EVAN HARRINGTON. 



CHAPTER XII. 

REVEALS AN ABOMINABLE PLOT OF THE 
BROTHERS COGGLESBY. 

A Lively April day, with strong giists from 
the south-west, and long sweeping clouds, saluted 
the morning coach from London to Lymport. 
Thither Tailordom triumphant was bearing its 
victim at a rattling pace, to settle him, and seal 
hiTin for ever out of the ranks of gentlemen : 
Society, meantime, howling exclusion to him in 
the background : " Out of our halls, degraded 
youth : The smiles of turbaned matrons : the 
sighs of delicate maids ; genial wit, educated talk, 
refined scandal, vice in harness, dinners senti- 
neled by stately plush : these, the flavour of life, 
are not for you, though you stole a taste of them, 
wretched impostor! Pay for it with years of 
remorse ! " 

The coach went rushing against the glorious 
high wind. It stirred his blood, freshened his 
cheeks, gave a bright tone of zest to his eyes, as 
he cast them on the young green country. Not 
banished from the breath of Heaven, or from seK- 
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respect, or from the appetite for the rewards that 
Bxe to follow duties done ! Not banished from the 
help that is always reached to us when we have 
fairly taken the right road : and that for him is 
the road to Lymport. Let the kingdom of Gilt 
Gingerbread howl as it will ! We are no longer 
children, but men : men who have bitten hard at 
experience, and know the value of a tooth : who 
have had our hearts bruised, and cover them with 
armour : who live not to feed, but look to food 
that we may live ! What matters it that yonder 
high-spiced kingdom should excommunicate such 
as we are ? We have rubbed off the gilt, and 
have assumed the command of our stomachs. We 
are men from this day ! 

Now, you would have thought Evan's com- 
panions, right and left of him, were the wretches 
under sentence, to judge from appearances. In 
contrast with his look of insolent pleasure, 
Andrew, the moment an eye was on him, exhi- 
bited the cleverest impersonation of the dumps 
ever seen : while Mr John Raikes was from head 
to foot nothing better than a moan made visible. 
Nevertheless, they both agreed to rally Evan, and 
bid biTin be of good cheer. 

" Don't be down, Van ; don't be down, my boy," 
said Andrew, rubbing his hands gloomily. 

" I ? do I look it ? " Evan answered, 
laughing. 
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" Capital acting ! " exclaimed Jack. " Try and 
keep it up." 

" Well, I hope you*re acting too," said Evan. 

Jack let his chest fall like a collapsing bellows. 

At the end of five minutes, he remarked : " I've 
been sitting on it the whole morning I There's 
violent inflammation, I'm persuaded. Another 
hour, and I jump slap from the summit of the 
coach ! " 

Evan turned to Andrew. 

'' Do you think he'll be let off ? " 

" Mr. Eaikes ? Can't say. You see. Van, it 
depends upon how Old Tom has taken his bad 
luck. Ahem ! Perhaps, he'll be all the stricter ; 
and as a man of honour, Mr. Baikes, you see, 
can't very well " 

" By Jove ! I wish I wasn't a man of honour I " 
Jack interposed heavily. 

" You see. Van, Old Tom's circumstances " — 
Andrew ducked, to smother a sort of laughter — 
** are now such that he'd be glad of the money to 
let him off, no doubt ; but Mr. Baikes has spent it, 
I can't lend it, and you haven't got it, and there 
we all are. At the end of the year he's free, and 
he — ha ! ha ! I'm not a bit the merrier for laugh- 
ing, I can tell you." 

Catching another glimpse of Evan's serious 
face, Andrew fell into louder laughter ; checking 
it with doleful solemnity, as Evan said: **You 



PLOT OF THE BROTHERS COGGLESBY. 19J3 

know Andrew, that if your brother will come to 
me with you for a time — I am in his debt doubly : 
I owe him both for the money, and a lesson ; if 
he doesn't mind coming, I shall be very happy to 
receive him." 

Andrew drew his hand tightly down his cheeks 
and chin, and nodded, " Thank you Van, thank 
you, I'm sure. Never doubted your good heart, 
niy boy. Very kind of you.*' 

" And you are certain to come ? " 

" 'Hem ! women in the case, you know. Van ! " 

"Well, if I may work for you and yours, 
Andrew, I shall thank ^y destiny, whatever 

it IS. 

Andrew's mouth twitched, and his eyelids 
began blinking fast. With a desperate effort, he 
avoided either crying or laughing, but at the ex- 
pense- of Evan's ribs, into which he drove his 
elbow with a "pooh" and an apology, and then 
commenced a conversation with the coachman. 

Up hill and down hill, and past little home- 
steads shining with yellow crocuses ; across wide 
brown heaths, whose outlines raised in Evan's 
mind the night of his funeral walk, and tossed up 
old feelings dead as the whirling dust. At last 
Jack called out : 

" The towers of FaUowfield,— heigho !" 

And Andrew said : 

" Now, then Van : if old Tom's anywhere, he's 

VOL. III. 
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here. You get down at the Dragon, and don't 
you talk to me, but let me go in. It'll be just 
the hour he dines in the country. Isn't it a 
shame of him to make me face every man of the 
creditors — eh? 

Evan gave Andrew's hand an affectionate 
squeeze, at which Andrew had to gulp down some- 
thing — ^reciprocal emotion, doubtless. 

"Hark!" said Jack, as the horn of the guard 
was heard. "Once that sound used to set me 
caracoling before an abject multitude. I did 
wonders. All London looked on me ! It had 
more effect on me than champagne. Now I hear 
it — the whole charm has vanished ! I can't see 
a single old castle. Would you have thought it 
possible that a small circular bit of tin could pro- 
duce such total changes in a man ? " 

" I suppose/' said Evan, " it's just as natural 
to you as the effect produced by a small circular 
tube of brass." 

" Ugh ! here we are," Jack returned, as they 
drew up imder the sign of the hospitable Dragon, 
" This is the first coach I ever travelled with, 
without making the old whip burst with laugh- 
ing. I ain't myself. I'm haunted. I'm some- 
body else ! " 

The three passengers having descended, a con- 
troversy commenced between Evan and Andrew 
as to which should pay. Evan had his money 
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out ; Andrew dashed it behind him ; Evan remon- 
strated. 

" Well, you mustn't pay for us two, Andrew. 
I would have let you do it once, but " 

" Stuff! " cried Andrew. "J ain't paying — ^it's 
the creditors of the estate, my boy ! " 

Evan looked so ingenuously surprised and 
hurt at his lack of principle, that Andrew chucked 
a sixpence at a small boy, saying, 

" If you don't let me have my own way. Van, 
I'll shy my purse after it. What do you mean, 
sir, by treating me like a beggar ? " 

" Our friend Harrington can't humour us," 
quoth Jack. " For myself, I candidly confess I 
prefer being paid for ; " and he leaned content- 
edly against one of the posts of the inn till the 
filthy dispute was arranged to the satisfaction of 
the ignobler mind. There Andrew left them, 
and went to Mrs. Sockley, who, recovered from 
her illness, smiled her usual placid welcome to a 
guest. 

" You know me, ma'am ? " 

" Oh, yes ! The London Mr. Cogglesby ! " 

" Now, ma'am, look here. I've come for my 
brother. Don't be alarmed. No danger as yet. 
But, mind ! if you attempt to conceal him from 
his lawful brother, I'll summon here the myrmi- 
dons of the law." 

Mrs. Sockley showed a serious face. 

2 
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"You know his habits, Mr. Cogglesby; and 
one doesn't go against any one of his whimses, or 
there's consequences : but the house is open to 
you, sir. I don't wish to hide him." 

Andrew accepted this intelligent evasion of 
Tom Cogglesby's orders as sufficient, and imme- 
diately proceeded up-stairs. A door shut on the 
first landing. Andrew went to this door, and 
knocked. No answer. He tried to open it, but 
found that he had been forestalled. After 
treatening to talk business through the key- 
hole, the door was unlocked, and Old Tom ap- 
peared. 

" So ! now you're dogging me into the country. 
Be off; make an appointment. Saturday's my 
holiday. You know that." 

Andrew pushed through the doorway, and, by 
way of an emphatic reply and a silencing one, 
delivered a punch slap into Old Tom's belt. 

" Confound you, Nan ! " said Old Tom, grima- 
cing, but friendly, as if his sympathies had been 
irresistably assailed. 

" It's done, Tom ! I've done it. Won my bet, 
now," Andrew exclaimed. "The women — ^poor 
creatures ! What a state they're in. I pity 'em." 

Old Tom pursed his lips, and eyed his brother 
incredulously, but with curious eagerness. 

" Oh, Lord ! what a face I've had to wear ! " 
Andrew continued, and while he sank into a 
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chair, and rubbed his handkerchief over his crisp 
hair, Old Tom let loose a convinced and exulting, 
"ha! ha!" 

" Yes, you may laugh. IVe had all the bother," 
said Andrew. 

" Serve ye right — marrying such cattle," Old 
Tom snapped at him. 

" They believe we're bankrupt — owe fifty thou- 
sand clear, Tom ! " 

"Ha! ha!" 

" Brewery stock and household furniture to be 
sold by general auction, Friday week." 

"Ha! ha!" 

" Not a place for any of us to poke our heads 
into. I talked about * pitiless storms * to my 
poor Harry — no shelter to be had unless we go 
down to Lymport, and stop with their brother in 
shop ! " 

Old Tom did enjoy this. He took a great gulp 
of air for a tremendous burst of laughter, and 
when this was expended and reflection came, his 
featureis screwed, as if the acidest of flavours had 
ravished his palate. 

" Bravo, 'Nan ! Didn't think you were man 
enough. Ha ! ha ! Nan — I say — eh ? how did ye 
get on behind the curtains ? " 

The tale, to guess by Andrew's face, appeared 
to be too strongly infused with pathos for revela- 
tion. 
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« Will they go, Nan, eh ? d'ye think they'll 

go?" 

" Where else can they go, Tom ? They must 
go there, or on the parish, you know." 

*• They'll all troop down to the young tailor — 
eh?" 

" They can't sleep in the parks, Tom." 

" No. They can't get into Buckingham Palace, 
neither — 'cept as housemaids. 'Gad, they're 
howling like cats, I'd swear — nuisance to the 
neighbourhood — ha ! ha ! " 

Somehow, Old Tom's cruel laughter made 
Andrew feel for the unhappy ladies. He struck 
his forehead, and leaned forward, saying : " I 
don't know — 'pon my honour, I don't know — 
can't think we've quite done right to punish 
'em so." 

This acted like cold water on Old Tom's 
delight. He pitched it back in the shape of a 
doubt of what Andrew had told him. Where- 
upon Andrew defied him to face three miserable 
women on the verge of hysterics ; and Old Tom, 
beginning to chuckle again, rejoined that it would 
bring them to their senses, and emancipate him. 

"You may laugh, Mr. Tom," said Andrew; 
" but if poor Harry should find me out, deuce a 
bit more home for me." 

Old Tom looked at him keenly, and rapped the 
table. ** Swear you did it, Nan." 
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"You promise you*ll keep the secret," said 
Andrew. 

" Never make promises." 

" Then there's a pretty life for me ! I did it 
for that poor dear boy. You were only up to one 
of your jokes — I see that. Confound you, Old 
Tom, youVe been making a fool of me." 

The flattering charge was not rejected by Old 
Tom, who now had his brother to laugh at as 
well. Andrew affected to be indignant and des- 
perate. 

" If you*d had a heart, Tom, you'd have saved 
the poor fellow without any bother at all. What 
do you think ? When I told him of our smash 
— ha ! ha ! it isn't such a bad joke — well, I went 
to him, hanging my head, and he offered to 
arrange our affairs — that is — " 

" Damned meddlesome young dog ! " cried Old 
Tom, quite in a rage. 

" There— you're up in a twinkUng," said 
Andrew. "Don't you see he believed it, you 
stupid Old Tom ? Lord ! to hear him say how 
sorry he was, and to see how glad he looked at 
the chance of serving us ! " 

" Serving us ! " Tom sneered. 

" Ha !" went Andrew. "Yes. There. You're 
a deuced deal prouder than fifty peers. You're 
an upside-down old despot ! " 

No sharper retort rising to Old Tom's lips, he 
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permitted his brother's abuse of him to pass, 
declaring that bandying words was not his busi- 
ness, he not being a Parliament man. 

" How about the Major, Nan ? He coming 
down, too ? " 

" Major ! " cried Andrew. " Lucky if he keeps 
his commission. Coming down ? No. He's off 
to the Continent." 

" Find plenty of scamps there to keep him 
company," added Tom. " So he's broke — eh ? 
ha! ha!" 

" Tom," said Andrew, seriously, " I'll tell you 
all about it, if you'll swear not to split on me, 
because it would really upset poor Harry so. 
She'd think me such a beastly hypocrite, I 
couldn't face her afterwards." 

" Lose what pluck you have — eh ? " Tom 
jerked out his hand, and bade his brother con- 
tinue. 

Compelled to trust in him without a promise, 
Andrew said : " Well, then, after we'd arranged 
it, I went back to Harry, and begged her to have 
poor Van at the house : told her what I hoped 
you'd do for him about getting him into the 
Brewery. She's very kind, Tom, 'pon my honour 
she is. She was willing, only — " 

" Only— eh ? " 

" Well, she was so afraid it'd hurt her sisters to 
see him there." 
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Old Tom saw he was in for excellent fun, and 
wouldn't spoil it for the world. 

" Yes, Nan ? " 

" So I went to Caroline. She was easy enough ; 
and she went to the Countess." 

"WeU, andshe— ?" 

" She was willing, too, till Lady Joceljoi came 
and took Miss Bonner home to Beekley, and 
because Evan had written to my lady to fetch her, 
the Countess — she was angry. That was all. 
Because of that, you know. But yet she agreed. 
But when Miss Bonner had gone, it turned out 
that the Major was the obstacle. They were all 
willing enough to have Evan there, but the Major 
refused. I didn't hear him. I wasn't going to 
ask him, I mayn't be a match for three women, 
but man to man, eh, Tom? You'd back me 
there ? So Harry said the Major'd make Caroline 
miserable, if his wishes were disrespected. By 
jingo ! I wish I'd known, then. Don't you think 
it odd, Tom, now ! There's a Duke of Belfield 
the fellow had hooked into his Company ; and — 
through Evan I heard — the Duke had his name 
struck off. After that, the Major swore at the 
Duke once or twice, and said Caroline wasn't to 
go out with him. Suddenly he insists that she 
shall go. Days the poor thing kept crying ! One 
day, he makes her go. She hasn't the spirit of my 
Harry, or the Countess. By good luck, Van, 
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who was himting ferns for some friends of his, 
met them on Sunday in Richmond Park, and Van 
took her away from the Duke. But, Tom, think 
of Van seeing a fellow watching her wherever she 
went, and hearing the Duke*s coachman tell that 
fellow he had orders to drive his master and a 
lady hard on to the sea that night. I don't 
believe it — ^it wasn't Caroline ! But what do you 
think of our finding out that beast of a spy to be 
in the Major's pay ? We did. Van put a con- 
stable on his track ; we found h\m out, and he 
confessed it. A fact, Tom ! That decided me. 
If it was only to get rid of a brute, I determined 
I'd do it ; and I did. Strike came to me to get 
my name for a bill that night. 'Gad, he looked 
blanker than his bill when he heard of us two 
bankrupt. I showed binn one or two documents 
I'd got ready. Says he : * Never mind ; it'll only be 
a couple of hundred more in the schedule. Stop, 
Tom ! he's got some of our blood. I don't think 
he meant it. He is hard pushed. Well, I gave him 
a twentier, and he was off the next night. You'll 
soon see all about the Company in the papers." 

At the conclusion of Andrew's recital, Old Tom 
thrummed and looked on the floor under a heavy 
frown. His mouth worked dubiously, and, from 
moment to moment, he plucked at his waistcoat 
and pulled it down, throwing back his head and 
glaring. 
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" IVe knocked that fellow over once,** he said. 
" Wish he hadn't got up again.'* 

Andrew nodded. 

" One good thing, Nan. He never boasted of 
our connection. Much obliged to him.** 

" Yes,** said Andrew, who was gladly watching 
Old Tom's change of mood with a quiescent 
aspect. 

" *Um ! — ^must keep it quiet from his poor old 
mother." 

Andrew again affirmatived his senior's remarks. 
That his treatment of Old Tom was sound, he 
presently had proof of. The latter stood up, and 
after sniffing in an injured way for about a 
minute, laimched out his right leg, and voci- 
ferated that he would like to have it in his power 
to kick all the villains out of the world : a modest 
demand Andrew at once chimed in with ; adding 
that, were such a faculty extended to him, he 
would not object to lose the leg that could benefit 
mankind so infinitely, and consented to its follow- 
ing them. Then, Old Tom, who was of a practical 
turn, meditated, swung his foot, and gave one 
grim kick at the imaginary bundle of villains, 
discharged them headlong straight into space. 
Andrew, naturally imitative, and seeing that he 
had now to kick them flying, attempted to excel 
Old Tom in the vigour of his delivery. No 
wonder that the eflforts of both were heating : 
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they were engaged in the task of ridding the 
globe of the larger half of its inhabitants. Tom 
perceived Andrew*s useless emulation, and with 
a soond translated bj ^^ jack," sent his leg out a 
long way. Not to be outdone, Andrew imme- 
diately with a still louder '^yack," committed 
himself to an effort so violent that the alternative 
between his leg coming off, or his being taken off 
his leg, was propounded by nature, and decided 
by the laws of gravity in a trice. Joyftd grunts 
were emitted by Old Tom at the sight of Andrew 
prostrate, rubbing his pate. But Mrs. Sockley, 
to whom the noise of Andrew's fall had suggested 
awful fears of a fratricidal conflict up-stairs, 
hurried forthwith to announce to them that the 
sovereign remedy for human ills, the promoter of 
concord, the healer of feuds, the central point of 
man's destiny in the flesh, — Dinner was awaiting 
them. 

To the dinner they marched. 

Of this great festival be it simply told that the 
supply was copious and of good quality — ^much 
too good and copious for a bankrupt host : that 
Evan and Mr. John Baikes were formally intro- 
duced to Old Tom before the repast commenced, 
and welcomed some three minutes after he had 
decided the flavour of his first glass : that Mr. 
John Eaikes in due time preferred his petition 
for release from a dreadful engagement, and 
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furnished vast amusement to the company under 
old Tom's hand, until by chance he quoted, a 
scrap of Latin, at which the brothers Cogglesby, 
who would have faced peers and princes with- 
out being disconcerted or performing mental 
genuflexions, shut their mouths and looked 
injured, unhappy, and in the presence of a 
superior : Mr. John Eaikes not being the man to 
spare them. Moreover, a surprise was afforded to 
Evan. Andrew stated to Old Tom that the 
hospitality of Main Street, Lymport, was open to 
him. Strange to say. Old Tom accepted it on the 
spot, observing, " You're master of the house — 
can do what you like, if you're man enough," and 
adding that he thanked him, and would come in a 
day or two. The case of Mr. John Eaikes was 
still left imcertain, for as the bottle circulated, he 
exhibited such a faculty for apt, but to the 
brothers totally incomprehensible quotation, that 
they fled from him without leaving him time to 
remember what special calamity was on his mind, 
or whether this earth was other than an abode 
conceived in great jollity for his life-long enter- 
tainment. 
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CHAPTER Xin. 

JUUAXA. 

The sick night-light burned steadily in 
Juliana's chamber. On a couch, beside her bed, 
Caroline lay sleeping, tired with a long watch. 
Two sentences had been passed on Juliana : one 
on her heart : one on her body : ' Thou art not 
loved'; and, * Thou must die.' The frail passion 
of her strug^e against her destiny was over with 
her. Quiet as that quiet Nature was taking her 
to, her body reposed. Calm as the solitary 
night-light before her open eyes, her spirit 
was wasting away. * If I am not loved, then 
let me die ! ' In such a sense she bowed to 
her fate. 

At an hour like this, watching the round of 
light on the ceiling, with its narrowing inner 
rings, a sufferer from whom pain has fled, looks 
back to the shores she is leaving, and would be 
well with them who walk there. It is false to 
imagine that schemers and workers in the dark 
are destitute of the saving gift of conscience. 
They have it, and it is perhaps made livelier in 
them than with easy people ; and therefore, they 



JULIANA. 207 

are imperatively spurred to hoodwink it. Hence, 
their self-delusion is deep and endures. They 
march to their object, and gaining or losing it, 
the voice that calls to them is the voice of a 
bUnd creature, whom any answer, provided that 
the answer is ready, will silence. And at an 
hour like this, when finally they snatch their 
minute of sight on the threshold of black night, 
their souls may compare with yonder shining 
circle on the ceiling, which, as the light below 
gasps for air, contracts, and extends but to mingle 
with the darkness. They would be nobler, better, 
boundlessly good to all ; — to those who have in- 
jured them ; — to those whom they have injured. 
Alas! for any definite deed the limit of their 
circle is immoveable, and they must act within 
it. The trick they have played themselves im- 
prisons them. Beyond it, they cease to be. 

Lying in this utter stillness, Juliana thought of 
Rose ; of her beloved by Evan. The fever that 
had left her blood, had left it stagnant, and her 
thoughts were quite emotionless. She looked 
faintiy on a far picture. She saw Bose blooming 
with pleasures in Elbume House, sliding as a 
boat borne by the river's tide to sea, away from 
her living joy. The breast of Rose was lucid 
to her, and in that hour of insight she had clear 
knowledge of her cousin's heart ; how it scoflFed 
at its base love, and unwittingly betrayed the 
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power on her stiU, by clinging to the world and 
what it would give her to fill the void ; how 
externally the lake was untroubled, and a mirror 
to the passing day; and how within there pressed 
a flood against an iron dam. Evan, too, she saw. 
The Countess was right in her judgment of 
Juliana's love. Juliana looked very little to his 
qualities. She loved him when she thought him 
guilty, which made her conceive that her love 
was of a diviner cast than Eose was capable of. 
Guilt did not spoil his beauty to her ; his gentle- 
ness and glowing manhood were unchanged ; and 
when she knew him as he was, the revelation 
of his high nature simply confirmed her im- 
pression of his physical perfections. She had 
done him a wrong ; at her death news would 
come to him, and it might be that he would 
bless her name. Because she sighed no longer 
for those dear lips and strong arms to close 
about her tremulous frame, it seemed to her that 
she had quite surrendered him. Generous to 
Evan, she would be just to Eose. Beneath her 
pillow she found pencil and paper, and with 
difficulty, scarce seeing her letters in the brown 
light, she began to trace lines of farewell to Eose. 
Her conscience dictated to her thus, " Tell Eose 
that she was too ready to accept his guilt ; and 
that in this as in all things, she acted with the 
precipitation of her character. Tell her that 
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you always trusted, and that now you know him 
innocent. Give her the proofs you have. Show 
that he did it to shield his intriguing sister. 
Tell her that you write this only to make her 
just to him. End with a prayer that Bose may 
be happy." 

Ere Juliana had finished one sentence, she 
resigned the pencil. Was it not much, even at 
the gates of death to be the instrument to send 
Rose into his arms ? The picture swayed before 
her, helping her weakness. She found herself 
dreaming that he had kissed her once. Dorothy, 
she remembered, had danced up to her one day, 
to relate what the maids of the house said of 
the gentlemen — (at whom, it is known, they look 
with the licence of cats towards kings) ; and 
Dorothy's fresh, careless mouth had told how 
one observant maid, amorously minded, pro- 
claimed of Evan, to a companion of her sex, 
that, *' he was the only gentleman who gave you 
an idea of how he would look when he was 
kissing you." Juliana cherished that vision like- 
wise. Yoimg ladies are not supposed to do so, 
if menial maids are ; but Juliana did cherish it, 
and it possessed her fancy. Bear in your re- 
collection that she was not a healthy person. 
Diseased little heroines may be made attractive, 
and are now popular ; but strip off the cleverly 
woven robe which is fashioned to cover them, 
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and you will find them in certain matters 
bearing a resemblance to menial maids. 

While the thoughts of his kiss lasted, she 
could do nothing; but lay with her two hands 
out on the bed, and her eyelids closed. Then 
waking, she took the pencil again. It would not 
move : her bloodless fingers fell from it. 

" If they do not meet, and he never marries, I 
may claim him in the next world," she mused. 

But conscience continued uneasy. She turned 
her wrist and trailed a letter from beneath the 
pillow. It was from Mrs. Shome. Juliana knew 
the contents. She raised it imopened as high 
as her faltering hands permitted, and read like 
one whose shut eyes read syllables of fire on the 
darkness. 

" Rose has at last definitively engaged herself 
to Ferdinand, you will be glad to hear, and we 
may now treat her as a woman." 

Having absorbed these words, Juliana's hand 
found strength to write with little difficulty, what 
she had to say to Bose. She conceived it to be 
neither sublime nor generous : not even good ; 
merely her peculiar duty. When it was done, 
she gave a long, low sigh of relief. 

Caroline whispered, "Dearest child, are you 
awake? " 

" Yes," she answered. 

" Sorrowful, dear ? " 
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" Very quiet." 

Caroline reached her hand over to her, and felt 
the paper. 

" What is this ? " 

"My good-bye to Bose. I want it folded 



now/* 



Caroline slipped from the couch to fulfil her 
wish. She enclosed the pencilled scrap of paper, 
sealed it, and asked, " Is that right ? *' 

"Now unlock my desk," Juliana uttered feebly. 
" Put it beside a letter addressed to a law- 
gentleman. Post both the morning I am gone." 

Caroline promised to obey, and coming to 
Juliana to mark her looks, observed a faint 
pleased smile dying away, and had her hand 
gently squeezed. Juliana's conscience had pre- 
ceded her contentedly to its last sleep ; and she, 
beneath that round of light on the ceiling, drew 
on her counted breaths in peace till dawn. 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

ROSE. 

Have you seen a young audacious spirit 
smitten to the earth? It is a singular study; 
and, in the case of young women, a trap for 
inexperienced men. Rose, who had commanded 
and managed every one surrounding her since 
infancy, how humble had she now become ! — how 
much more womanly in appearance, and more 
child-like at heart! She was as wax in Lady 
Elburne's hands. A hint of that veiled episode, 
the Beckley campaign, made Rose pliant, as if 
she had woven for herself a rod of scorpions. 
The high groimd she had taken; the perfect 
trust in one; the scorn of any judgment, save 
her own; these had vanished from her. Rose, 
the tameless heroine who had once put her 
mother's philosophy in action, was the easiest 
filly that turbaned matron ever yet drove into 
the straight road of the world. It even sur- 
prised Lady Jocelyn to seen how wonderfully 
she had been broken in by her grandmother. 
Her ladyship wrote to Drummond to tell him 
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of it, and Drummond congratulated her, saying, 
however: — " Changes of this sort don't come of 
conviction. Wait till you see her at home. I 
think they have been sticking pins into the sore 
part.*' 

Drummond knew Rose well. In reality there 
was no change in her. She was only a suppliant 
to be spared from ridicule : spared from the ap- 
plication of the scourge she had woven for her- 
self. 

And, ah ! to one who deigned to think warmly 
still of such a disgraced silly creature, with what 
gratitude she turned ! He might well suppose 
love alone could pour that profusion of jewels at 
his feet. 

Ferdinand, now Lord Laxley, understood the 
merits of his finger-nails better than the nature 
of young women ; but he is not to be blamed for 
presuming that Eose had learnt to adore him. 
Else why did she like his company so much? 
He was not mistaken in thinking she looked up 
to him. She seemed to beg to be taken into his 
noble serenity. In truth she sighed to feel as he 
did, above everybody ! — she that hath faUen so 
low ! Above everybody ! — bom above them, and 
therefore superior, by grace divine ! To this 
Eose Jocelvn had come — she envied the mind of 
Ferdinand. 

He, you may be sure, was quite prepared to 
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accept her homage. Bose he had always known 
to be just the girl for him ; spirited, fresh, and 
with fine teeth ; and once tied to you safe to be 
staunch. They walked together, rode together, 
danced together. Her soft humility touched him 
to eloquence. Say she was a little hypocrite, if 
you like, when the blood came to her cheeks 
under his eyes. Say she was a heartless minx 
for allowing it to be bruited that she and Fer- 
dinand were betrothed. I can but tell you that 
her blushes were blushes of gratitude to one who 
could devote his time to such a disgraced silly 
creature, and that she, in her abject state, felt a 
secret pleasure in the protection Ferdinand's name 
appeared to extend over her, and was hardly 
wiUing to lose it. 

So far Lady Elbume's tact and discipline had 
been highly successful. One morning, in May, 
Ferdinand, strolling with Eose down the garden 
made a positive appeal to her common sense and 
friendly feeling ; by which she understood that he 
wanted her consent to his marriage with her. 

Eose answered : 

" Who would have me ? " 

Ferdinand spoke pretty well, and ultimately 
got possession of her hand. She let him keep 
it, thinking him noble for forgetting that another 
had pressed it before him. 

Some minutes later the letters were delivered. 
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One of them contained Juliana's dark-winged 
missive. 

** Poor, poor Juley!" said Rose, dropping her 
head, after reading all that was on the crumpled 
leaf, with an inflexible face. And then, talking 
on, long low sighs lifted her bosom at intervals. 
She gazed from time to time with a wistful con- 
ciliatory air on Ferdinand. Rushing to her 
chamber, the first cry her soul framed was : " He 
did not kiss me ! " 

The young have a superstitious sense of some- 
thing incontestably true in the final protestations 
of the dead. Evan guiltless ! she could not quite 
take the meaning this revelation involved. That 
which had been dead was beginning to move 
within her ; but blindly : and now it stirred and 
troubled ; now sank. Guiltless ? — all she had 
thought him ! Oh ! she knew she could not have 
been deceived. But why, why had he hidden his 
sacrifice from her ? 

" It is better for us both, of course,*' said Rose, 
speaking the world's wisdom, parrot-like, and 
bursting into tears the next minute. Guiltless, 
and gloriously guiltless ! but nothing — nothing to 
her! 

She tried to blame him. It would not do. She 
tried to think of that grovelling loathsome posi- 
tion she had had painted to her by Lady Elbume's 
graphic hand. Evan dispersed the gloomy shades 
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like sunshine. Then in a sort of terror she 
rejoiced to think she was partially engaged to 
Ferdinand, and found herself crying again with 
exultation, that he had not kissed her: for a 
kiss on her mouth was to Bose a pledge and a 
bond. 

The struggle searched her through : bared her 
weakness, probed her strength ; and she, seeing 
herself, suffered grievously in her self-love. Am 
I such a coward, inconstant, cold? she asked. 
Confirmatory answers coming, flung her back 
under the shield of Ferdinand : if for a moment 
her soul stood up armed and defiant, it was Evan's 
hand she took. 

To whom do I belong was another terrible 
question. To her ideas, if Evan was not charge- 
able with that baseness which had sundered them 
he might claim her yet, if he would. If he did, 
what then ? Must she go to him ? 

Impossible : she was in chains. Besides, what 
a din of laughter there would be to see her led 
away by him. Twisting her joined hands : 
weeping for her cousin, as she thought, Eose 
passed hours of torment over Juliana's legacy to 
her. 

"Why did I doubt him ? " she cried, jealous 
that any soul should have known and trusted 
him better. Jealous : and I am afraid that the 
kindling of that one feature of love relighted the 
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fire of her passion thus fervidly. To be out- 
stripped in generosity was hateful to her. Eose, 
naturally, could not reflect that a young creature 
like herself, fighting against the world as we call 
it, has all her faculties at the utmost stretch, and 
is often betrayed by failing nature when the will 
is still valiant. 

And here she sat — in chains ! " Yes ! I am 
fit only to be the wife of an idle brainless man, 
with money and a title," she said, in extreme self- 
contempt. She caught a glimpse of her whole 
life in the horrid tomb of his embrace, and ques- 
tions whether she could yield her hand to him — 
whether it was right in the eyes of Heaven, rushed 
impetuously to console her, and defied anything 
in the shape of satisfactory affirmations. Never- 
theless, the end of the struggle was, that she felt 
that she was bound to Ferdinand. 

" But this I will do," said Eose, standing with 
heat-bright eyes and deep-coloured cheeks before 
the glass. ** I will clear his character at Beckley. 
I will help him. I will be his friend. I will 
wipe out the injustice I -did him." And this 
bride-elect of a lord absolutely added that — she 
was unworthy to be the wife of a tailor ! 

" He ! how imequalled he is ! There is nothing 
he fears except shame. Oh ! how sad it will be 
for him to find no woman in his class to under- 
stand him and be his helpmate ! " 
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to Sir Franks. However, all was now well. The 
estate naturally lapsed to Lady Jocelyn. No one 
in the house dreamed of a will, signed with 
Juliana's name, attested, under due legal forms, 
being in existence. None of the members of 
the family imagined that g.t Beckley Court 
they were then residing on somebody else's 
ground." 

Want of hospitable sentiments was not the 
cause that led to an intimation from Sir Franks 
to his wife, that Mrs. Strike must not be pressed 
to remain, and that Rose must not be permitted 
to have her own way in this. Knowing very weU 
that Mrs. Shorne spoke through her husband's 
mouth, Lady Jocelyn still acquiesced, and Rose, 
who had pressed Caroline publicly, had to be 
silent when the latter renewed her faint objec- 
tions : so Caroline said she would leave on the 
morrow morning. 

Juliana, with her fretfulness, her hand-bounties, 
her petty egotisms, and sudden far-leaping gene- 
rosities, and all the contradictory impulses of her 
malady, had now departed utterly. The joys of 
a landed proprietor mounted into the head of Sir 
Franks. He was up early the next morning, and 
he and Harry walked over a good bit of the 
groimd before breakfast. Sir Franks meditated 
making it entail, and favoured Harry with a lec- 
ture on the duty of his shaping the course of his 
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conduct at once after the model of the landed 
gentry generally. 

** And you may think yourself lucky to come 
into that catalogue — the son of a younger son ! " 
said Sir Franks, tapping Mr. Harry's shoulder. 
Harry also began to enjoy the look and smell of 
land. At the breakfast, which, though early, was 
well attended, Harry spoke of the advisability of 
felling timber here, planting there, and so forth, 
after the model his father had held up. Sir 
Franks nodded approval of his interest in the 
estate, but reserved his opinion on matters of 
detail. 

" All I beg of you is," said Lady Jocelyn, 
** that you won't sow turnips within the circuit 
of a mile ; " which was obligingly promised. 

The morning letters were delivered and opened 
with the customary calmness. 

" Letter from old George," Harry sings out, and 
buzzes over a few lines. " Halloa ! — hum ! " He 
was going to make a communication, but catching 
sight of Caroline, tossed the letter over to Ferdi- 
nand, who read it and tossed it back with the 
comment of a careless face. 

" Read it, Rosey ? " says Harry, smiling bluntly. 

Rather to his surprise. Rose took the letter. 
Study her eyes if you wish to gauge the potency 
of one strong dose of ridicule on an ingenuous 
young heart. She read that Mr. George Uploft 
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had met " our Mend Mr. Snip " riding, by moon- 
li^t, on the road to Beckley. That great orbed 
night of their deep tender love flashed Imninonsly 
ihrongh her frame, storming at the base epithet 
by which her lover was mentioned, flooding grandly 
over the ignominies cast on him by the world. 
She met the world, as it were, in a death*grapple ; 
she matched the living heroic youth she felt him 
to be, with that dead wooden image of him which 
it throst before her. Her heart stood np singing 
like a craven who sees the tide of victory setting 
towards him. But this passed beneath her eye- 
lids. When her eyes were lifted, Ferdinand could 
have discovered nothing in them to complain of, 
had his suspicions been light to raise : nor could 
Mrs. Shome perceive that there was the opening 
for a shrewd bodkin-thrust. Bose had got a mask 
at last : her colour, voice, expression were per- 
fectly at command. She knew it to be a cowardice 
to wear any mask : but she had been burnt, hor- 
ribly burnt : how much so you may guess from 
the supple dissimulation of such a bold clear- 
visaged girl. She conquered the sneers of the 
world in her soul : but her sensitive skin was yet 
alive to the pangs of the scorching it had been 
subjected to when weak, helpless, and betrayed by 
Evan, she stood with no philosophic parent to cry 
fair play for her, among the skilfrd torturers of 
Elbume House. 
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Sir Franks had risen and walked to the 
window. 

" News ? " said Lady Jocelyn, wheeling round 
in her chair. 

The one eyebrow up of the easy-going baronet 
signified trouble of mind. He finished his third 
perusal of a letter that appeared to be written in 
a remarkably plain legal hand, And looking as 
men do when their intelligences are just equal to 
the comprehension or expression of an oath, 
handed the letter to his wife, and observed that 
he should be found in the library. Nevertheless 
he waited first to mark its efi'ect on Lady Jocelyn. 
At one part of the document her forehead wrinkled 
slightly. 

" Doesn't sound like a joke ! " he said. 

She answered : 

" No." 

Sir Franks, apparently quite satisfied by her 
ready response, turned on his heel and left the 
room quickly. 

An hour afterwards it was rumoured and con- 
firmed that Juliana Bonner had willed all the 
worldly property she held in her own right, com- 
prising Beckley Court, to Mr. Evan Harrington, 
of Lymport, tailor. An abstract of the will was 
forwarded. The lawyer went on to say, that he 
had conformed to the desire of the testatrix in 
communicating the existence of the aforesaid will 
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six days subsequent to her death, being the day 
after her funeral. 

There had been railing and jeering at the 
Countess de Saldar, the clever outwitted exposed 
adventuress, at Elbume House and Beckley Court. 
What did the crowing cleverer aristocrats think 
of her now ? 

On Eose the blow fell bitterly. Was Evan 
also a foul schemer ? Was he of a piece with his 
intriguing sister? His close kinship with the 
Countess had led her to think baseness possible 
to him when it was confessed by his own mouth 
once. She heard black names cast at him and 
the whole of the great Mel's brood, and incapable 
of quite disbelieving them merited, unable to 
challenge and rebut them, she dropped into her 
recent state of self-contempt : into her lately- 
instilled doubt whether it really was in Nature's 
power, unaided by family-portraits, coats-of-arms, 
ball-room practice, and at least one small phial of 
Essence of Society, to make a Gentleman. 



CONTAINS A WARNING TO ALL CONSPIRATORS. 235 



CHAPTEE XV. 

CONTAINS A WARNING TO v ALL CONSPIRATORS. 

This, if you have done me the favour to read it 
aright, has been a chronicle of desperate heroism 
on the part of ahnost all the principal personages 
represented. But not the Countess de Saldar, 
scaling the embattled fortress of Society; or Rose, 
tossing its keys to her lover from the shining 
turret-tops ; or Evan, keeping bright the lamp of 
seK-respect in his bosom against south wind and 
east ; none excel friend Andrew Cogglesby, who, 
having fallen into Old Tom's plot to humihate his 
wife and her sisters, simply for Evan's sake, and 
without a^^y distinct notion of the terror, con- 
fusion, and universal upset he was bringing on 
his home, could yet, after a scared contemplation 
of the scene when he returned from his expedition 
to Fallowfield, continue to wear his rueful mask ; 
and persevere in treacherously outraging his lofty 
wife. 

He did it to vindicate the ties of blood against 
accidents of position. Was he justified ? I am 
sufficiently wise to ask my own sex alone. 

VOL. III. Q 
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On the other side, be it said (since in our modem 
days every hero must have his weak heel), that now 
he had gone this distance it was difficult to recede. 
It would be no laughing matter to tell his solemn 
Harriet that he had been playing her a little prac- 
tical joke. His temptations to give it up were 
incessant and most agitating; but if to advance 
seemed terrific, there was, in stopping short, an 
awfulness so overwhelming that Andrew aban- 
doned himself to the current, his real dismay 
adding to his acting powers. 

The worst was, that the joke was no longer his : 
it was Old Tom*s. He discovered that he was 
in Old Tom's hands completely. Andrew had 
thought that he would just frighten the women a 
bit, get them down to Lymport for a week or so, 
and then announce that matters were not so bad 
with the Brewery as he had feared ; concluding 
the farce with a few domestic fireworks. Conceive 
his dismay when he entered the honse, to find 
there a man in possession ! 

Andrew flew into such a rage that he committed 
an assault on the man. So ungovernable was his 
passion, that for some minutes Harriet's measured 
voice summoned him from over the bannisters 
above, quite in vain. The miserable Englishman 
refused to be taught that his house had ceased to 
be his castle. It was something beyond a joke, 
this ! The intruder, perfectly docile, seeing that 



CONTAINS A WARNING TO ALL CONSPIRATORS. 227 

by accurate calculation every shake he got involved 
a bottle of wine for him, and ultimate compensa- 
tion probably to the amount of a couple of 
sovereigns, allowed himself to be lugged up stairs, 
in default of summary ejection on the point of 
Andrew's toe into the street. There he was faced 
to the lady of the house, who apologised to him, 
and requested her husband to state what had made 
him guilty of this indecent behaviour. The man 
showed his papers. They were quite in order. 
" At the suit of Messrs. Grist." 

"My own lawyers!" cried Andrew, smacking 
his forehead, and old Tom*s devilry flashed on him 
at once. He sank into a chair. 

" Why did you bring this person up here ? " 
said Harriet, like a speaking statue. 

" My dear ! " Andrew answered, and spread out 
his hand, and waggled his head ; " My — please ! 
— ^I — I don't know. We all want exercise." 

The man laughed, which was kindly of him, 
but offensive to Mrs. Cogglesby, who gave Andrew 
a glance which was full payment for his imbecile 
pleasantry, and promised more. 

With a hospitable inquiry as to the condition of 

his appetite, and a request that he would be 

pleased to satisfy it to the full, the man was dis- 

missed: whereat, as one delivered of noxious 

presences, the Countess rustled into sight. Not 

noticing Andrew, she lisped to Harriet: "Mis- 

q2 
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fortunes are sometimes no curses ! I bless the 
catarrh that has confided Silva to his chamber, 
and saved him from a bestial exhibition." 

The two ladies then swept from the room, and 
left Andrew to perspire at leisure. 

Fresh tribulations awaited him when he sat 
down to dinner. Andrew liked his dinner to be 
comfortable, good, and in plenty. This may not 
seem strange. The fact is stated that I may win 
for him the warm sympathies of the body of his 
countrymen. He was greeted by a piece of cold 
boiled neck of mutton and a solitary dish of 
steaming potatoes. The blank expanse of table- 
cloth returned his desolate stare. 

"Why, what's the meaning of this?" Andrew 
brutally exclaimed, as he thumped the table. 

The Countess gave a start, and rolled a look 
as of piteous supplication to spare a lady's 
nerves, addressed to a ferocious brigand. Harriet 
answered : " It means that I will have no butcher's 
bUls." 

" Butcher's bills ! butcher's bills ! " echoed An- 
drew ; " why, you must have butcher's bills ; 
why, confound ! why, you'll have a bill for this, 
won't you, Harry ? eh ? of course ! " 

"There will be no more bills dating from 
yesterday," said his wife. 

" What ! this is paid for, then ? " 

"Yes, Mr. Cogglesby; and so will all house- 
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hold expenses be, while my pocket-money 
lasts." 

Resting his eyes full on Harriet a minute, 
Andrew dropped them on the savourless white- 
rimmed chop, which looked as lonely in his plate 
as its parent dish on the table. The poor d^ar 
creature's pocket-money had paid for it! The 
thought, mingling with a rush of emotion, made 
his ideas spin. His imagination surged deliriously. 
He fancied himself at the Zoological Gardens, 
exchanging pathetic glances with a melancholy 
marmoset. Wonderfully like one the chop looked ! 
There was no use in his trying to eat it. He 
seemed to be fixing his teeth in solid tears. He 
choked. Twice he took up knike and fork, put 
them down again, and plucking forth his hand- 
kerchief, blew a tremendous trumpet, that sent 
the Countess's eyes rolling to the ceiling, as if 
heaven were her sole refuge from such vul- 
garity. 

" Damn that Old Tom ! " he shouted at last, 
and pitched back in his chair. 

"Mr. Cogglesby!" and "in the presence of 
ladies ! " were the admonishing inteijections of 
the sisters, at whom the little man frowned in 
turns. 

" Do you wish us to quit the room, sir ? '* 
inquired his wife. 

" God bless your soul, you little darling ! " he 
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apostrophised that stately person. " Here, come 
along with me, Harry. A wife's a wife, I say — 
hang it ! Just outside the room — -just a second ! 
or up in a comer will do." 

Mrs. Cogglesby was amazed to see him jump up 
and run round to her. She was prepared to 
defend her neck from his caress, and refused to go : 
but the words, *' Something particular to tell you," 
awakened her curiosity, which urged her to com- 
pliance. She rose and went with him to the 
door. 

"WeU, sir; what is it?" 

No doubt he was acting under a momentary 
weakness: he was about to betray the plot and 
take his chance of forgiveness : but her towering 
port, her commanding aspect, restored his courage. 
(There may be a contrary view of the case). He 
enclosed her briskly in a connubial hug, and 
remarked with mad ecstasy : " What a duck you 
are, Harry ! What a likeness between you and 
your mother." 

Mrs. Cogglesby disengaged herself imperiously. 
Had he called her aside for this gratuitous insult ? 
Contrite, he saw his dreadful error. 

" Harry ! I declare ! " — ^was all he was allowed 
to say. Mrs. Cogglesby marched back to her 
chair, and recommenced the repast in majestic 
silence. 

Andrew sighed ; he attempted to do the same. 
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He stuck his fork in the blanched whiskerage of 
his marmoset, and exclaimed : " I can't ! " 

He was unnoticed. 

" You do not object to plain diet ? " said 
Harriet to Louisa. 

" Oh, no ! in verity ! " murmured the Countess. 
" However plain it be ! Absence of appetite, 
dearest. You are aware I partook of luncheon at 
mid-day with the Honourable and Reverend Mr. 
Duffian. You must not look condemnation at 
your Louy for that. Luncheon is not conver- 
sion ! " 

Harriet observed that this might be true ; but 
still, to her mind^ it was a mistake to be too 
intimate with dangerous people. " And besides," 
she added, "Mr. Duffian is no longer *the 
Reverend.' We deprive all renegades of their 
spiritual titles. His worldly ones let him 
keep!" 

Her superb disdain nettled the Countess. 

" Dear Harriet ! " she said, with less languor, 
"You are utterly and totally and entirely mis- 
taken. I tell you so positively. Renegade ! The 
application of such a word to such a man ! Oh ! 
and it is false, Harriet : quite ! Renegade means 
one who has gone over to the Turks, my dear. I 
am most certain I saw it in Johnson's Dictionary, or 
an improvement upon Johnson, by a more learned 
author. But there is the fact, if Harriet can only 
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bring her — shall I say stiflf-necked prejudices to 
envisage it ? " 

Harriet granted her sister permission to apply 
the phrases she stood in need of, without impeach- 
ing her intimacy with the most learned among 
lexicographers. 

"And is there no such thing as being too 
severe ?" the Countess resumed. " What our 
enemies call imchristian ! *' 

*• Mr. Duffian has no cause to complain of us," 
said Harriet. 

" Nor does he do so, dearest. Calumny may 
assail him ; you may utterly denude him — " 

" Adam ! " interposed Andrew, distractedly 
listening. He did not disturb the Countess's 
flow. 

"You may vilify and victimise Mr. Duffian, 
and strip him of the honours of his birth, but, 
like the Martyrs, he will still contiQue the perfect 
nobleman. Stoned, I assure you that Mr. Duffian 
would preserve his breeding." 

"Eh? like tomatas?" quoth Andrew, in the 
same fit of distraction, and to the same deaf 
audience. 

" I suppose his table is good ? " said Harriet, 
almost ruffled by the Countess's lecture. 

" Plate," was remarked in the cold tone of 
supreme indifference. 

" Hem ! good wines ? " Andrew asked, waking 
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up a little, and not wishing to be excluded alto- 
gether. 

" All is of the very best," the Countess pur- 
sued her eulogy, not looking at him. 

" Don't you think you could — eh, Harry ?^ — 
manage a pint for me, my dear? " Andrew humbly 
petitioned. " This cold water — ha ! ha ! my 
stomach don't like cold bathing." 

His wretched joke rebounded from the impene- 
trable annour of the ladies. 

" The wine-cellar is locked," said his wife. " I 
have sealed up the key till an inventory can be 
taken by some agent of the creditors," 

" What creditors ? " roared Andrew. 

"You can have some of the servants' beer," 
Mrs. Cogglesby appended. 

Andrew studied her face to see whether she 
really was not hoisting him with his own petard. 
Perceiving that she was sincerely acting ac- 
cording to her sense of principle, he fumed, 
and departed to his privacy, unable to stand it 
any longer. 

Then like a kite the Countess pounced upon 
the character. Would the Honourable and Rever- 
end Mr. Duffian decline to participate in the 
sparest provender ? Would he be guilty of the 
discourtesy of leaving table without a bow or an 
apology, even if reduced to extremest poverty ? 
No, indeed ! which showed that, under all circum- 
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stances, a gentleman was a gentleman. And, oh I 
how she pitied her poor Harriet — eternally tied to 
a most vulgar little man, without the gilding of 
wealth. 

*' And a fool in his business to boot, dear ! " 

" These comparisons do no good," said Harriet. 
"Andrew at least is not a renegade, and never 
shall be while I live. I will do my duty by him, 
however poor we are. And now, Louisa, putting 
my husband out of the question, what are your 
intentions ? I don't understand bankruptcy, but 
I imagine they can do nothing to wife and chil- 
dren. My little ones must have a roof over their 
heads ; and, besides, there is little Maxwell. You 
decline to go down to Lymport, of course." 

" Decline ! " cried the Countess, melodiously ; 
^* and do not you ? " 

" As far as I am concerned — yes. But I am 
not to think of myself." 

The Countess meditated, and said : " Dear 
Mr. Duffian has offered me his hospitality. 
Renegades are not absolutely inhuman. They 
may be generous. I have no moral doubt that 
Mr. Duffian would, upon my representation — 
dare I venture ? " 

" Sleep in his house 1 break bread with him ! " 
exclaimed Harriet. "What do you think I am 
made of? I would perish — go to the workhouse, 
rather ! " 
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" I see you trooping there," said the Countess, 
intent on the vision. 

"And have you accepted his invitation for 
yourself, Louisa ? " 

The Countess was never to he daunted by 
threatening aspects. She gave her affirmative 
with cabnness and a deliberate smile. 

" You are going to live with him ? " 

" Live with him ! What expressions ! My 
husband accompanies me." 

Harriet drew up. 

*' I know nothing, Louisa, that could give me 
more pain." 

The Countess patted Harriet's knee. " It suc- 
ceeds to bankruptcy, assuredly. But would you 
have me drag Silva to the — the shop, Harriet, 
love ? Alternatives ! " 

Mrs. Andrew got up and rang the bell to have 
the remains of their dinner removed. When this 
was done, she said, — 

" Louisa, I don't know whether I am justified : 
you told me to-day I might keep my jewels, trin- 
kets, and lace, and such like. To me, I know 
they do not belong now: but I will dispose of 
them to procure you an asylum somewhere — ^they 
will fetch, I should think, 400Z., — ^to prevent your 
going to Mr. Duffian." 

No exhibition of ^eat-mindedness which the 
Countess could perceive, ever found her below it. 
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" Never, love, never ! " she said. 

" Then, will you go to Evan ? " 

"Evan? I hate him!" The olive-hued 
visage was dark. It brightened as she added, 
" At least as much as my religious sentiments per- 
mit me to. A boy who has thwarted me at every 
turn ! — disgraced us ! Indeed, I find it diflScult 
to pardon you the supposition of such a possibility 
as your own consent to look on him ever again, 
Harriet." 

" You have no children,'* said Mrs. Andrew. 

The Countess mournfully admitted it. 

" There lies your danger with Mr. Duffian, 
Louisa." 

" What ! do you doubt my virtue ? " asked the 
Countess. 

" Pish ! I fear something different. You 
understand me. Mr. Duffian's moral reputation 
is none of the best, perhaps." 

" That was before he renegaded" said the 
Countess. 

Harriet bluntly rejoined : " You will leave that 
house a Roman Catholic." 

"Now you have spoken," said the Countess, 
pluming. " Now let me explain myself. My 
dear, I have fought worldly battles too long and 
too earnestly. I am rightly punished. I do but 
quote Herbert Dufl&an*s own words : he is no 
flatterer — though you say he has such soft fingers. 
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I am now engaged in a spiritual contest. He is 
very wealthy ! I have resolved to rescue back to 
our Church what can benefit the flock of which we 
form a portion, so exceedingly ! " 

At this revelation of the Countess's spiritual 
contest, Mrs. Andrew shook a worldly head. 

"You have no chance with men there, Louisa." 

" My Harriet complains of female weakness ! *' 

"Yes. We are strong in our own element, 
Louisa. Don't be tempted out of it." 

Sublime, the Countess rose : 

" Element! am I to be confined to one ? What 
but spiritual solaces could assist me to live, after 
the degradations I have had heaped on me ? I 
renounce the world. I turn my sight to realms 
where caste is unknown. I feel no shame there 
of being a tailor's daughter. You see, I can bring 
my tongue to name the thing in its actuality. 
Once, that member would have blistered. Confess 
to me that, in spite of your children, you are 
tempted to howl at the idea of Lymport — " 

The Countess paused, and like a lady about to 
fire off a gun, appeared to tighten her nerves, 
crying out rapidly — 

"Shop! Shears! Geese! Cabbage! Snip! 
Nine to a man ! " 

Even as the silence after explosions of cannon, 
that which reigned in the room was deep and 
dreadful. 
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** See," the Countess continued, " you are hor* 
rified : you shudder. I name all our titles, and if 
I wish to be red in my cheeks, I must rouge. It 
is in verity, as if my senseless clay were pelted, 
as we heard of Evan at his first Lymport boys' 
school. You remember when he told us the 
story ? He lisped a trifle then. * I*m the thon 
of a thnip.' Oh ! it was hell-fire to us, then ; 
but now, what do I feel ? Why, I avowed it to 
Herbert DuflBan openly, and he said, that the 
misfortune of dear papa's birth did not the less 
enable him to proclaim himself in conduct a 
nobleman's offspring—" 

"Which he never was." Harriet broke the 
rhapsody in a monotonous low tone : the Countess 
was not compelled to hear : 

" — and that a large outfitter — one of the very 
largest, was in reality a merchant, whose daughters 
have often wedded nobles of the land, and become 
ancestresses ! Now, Harriet, do you see what a 
truly religious mind can do for us in the way of 
comfort ? Oh ! I bow in gratitude to Herbert 
Duffian. I will not rest till I have led him back 
to our fold, recovered from his error. He was 
our own preacher and pastor. He quitted us 
from conviction. He shall return to us from 
conviction." 

The Countess quoted texts, which I respect, 
and will not repeat. She descanted further on 
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spiritualism, and on the balm that it was to tailors 
and their offspring ; to all outcasts from society. 

Overpowered by her, Harriet thus summed up 
her opinions : " You were always self-willed, 
Louisa." 

" Say, full of sacrifice, if you would be just," 
added the Countess ; " and the victim of basest 
ingratitude." 

" Well, you are in a dangerous path, Louisa." 

Harriet had the last word, which usually the 
Countess was not disposed to accord ; but now she 
knew herself strengthened to do so, and was con- 
tent to smile pityingly on her sister. 

Full upon them in this frame of mind, arrived 
Caroline's great news from Beckley. 

It was then that the Countess's conduct proved 
a memorable refutation of cynical philosophy ; she 
rejoiced in the good fortune of him who had 
offended her! though he was not crushed and 
annihilated (as he deserved to be) by the wrong 
he had done, the great-hearted woman pardoned 
him ! 

Her first remark was : " Let him thank me for 
it or not, I will lose no moment in hastening to 
load him with my congratulations." 

Pleasantly she joked Andrew, and defended 
him from Harriet now. 

" So we are not all bankrupts, you see, dear 
brother-in-law. 
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Andrew had become so demoralised by his 
own plot, that in every turn of events he scented 
a similar piece of human ingenuity. Harriet was 
angry with his disbelief, or, say, the grudging 
credit he gave to the glorious news. Notwith- 
standing her calmness, the thoughts of Lymport 
had sickened her soul, and it was only for the 
sake of her children, and from a sense of the dis- 
honesty of spending a farthing of the money 
belonging, as she conceived, to the creditors, that 
she had consented to go. 

"I see your motive, Mr. Cogglesby," she 
observed. " Your measures are disconcerted. 
I will remain here till my brother gives me 
shelter." 

"Oh, that'll do, my love; that's all I want," 
said Andrew, sincerely. 

"Both of you, fools!" the Countess interjected. 
" Know you Evan so little ? He will receive us 
anywhere : his arms are open to his kindred : but 
to his heart the road is through humiliation, and 
it is to his heart we seek admittance." 

" What do you mean ? " Harriet inquired. 

"Just this," the Countess answered in bold 
English : and her eyes were lively, her figure 
elastic : " We must all of us go down to the old 
shop and shake his hand there — every man Jack 
of us ! — I'm only quoting the sailors, Harriet — 
and that's the way to win him." 
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She snapped her fingers, laughing. Harriet 
stared at her, and so did Andrew, though for a 
difilerent reason. She seemed to be transformed. 
Seeing him inclined to gape, she ran up to him, 
caught up his chin between her ten fingers, and 
kissed him on both cheeks, saying : 

" You needn't come, if you're too proud, you 
know, little man ! " 

And to Harriet's look of disgust, the cause for 
which she divined with her native rapidity, she 
said: "What does it matter? They will talk, 
but they can't look down on us now. Why, this 
is my doing ! " 

She came tripping to her tall sister, to ask 
plaintively : " Mayn't I be glad ? " and bobbed a 
curtsey. 

Harriet desired Andrew to leave them. Flushed 
and indignant she then faced the Countess. 

." So unnecessary ! " she began. " What can 
excuse your indiscretion, Louisa ? " 

The Countess smiled to hear her talking to her 
younger sister once more. She shrugged. 

" Oh, if you will keep up the fiction, do. 
Andrew knows — ^he isn't an idiot — and to him we 
can make light of it now. What does anybody's 
birth matter, who's well off ? " 

It was impossible for Harriet to take that view. 
The shop, if not the thing, might still have been 
concealed from her husband, she thought. 

VOL. III. K 
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" It mattered to me when I was well off/' she 
said, sternly. 

" Yes ; and to me when I was ; but we've had 
a fall and a lesson since that, my dear. Half the 
aristocracy of England spring from shops ! — Shall 
I measure you ? " 

Harriet never felt such a desire to inflict a slap 
upon mortal cheek. She marched away from her 
in a tiff. On the other hand, Andrew was half- 
fascinated by the Countess's sudden re-assumption 
of girlhood, and returned — silly feUow ! to have 
another look at her. She had ceased, on reflection, 
to be altogether so vivacious : her stronger second 
nature had somewhat resumed its empire : still 
she was fresh, and could at times be roguishly 
affectionate : and she patted him, and petted him, 
and made much of him ; slightly railed at him for 
his uxoriousness and domestic subjection, and 
proffered him her fingers to try the taste of. The 
truth must be told : Mr. Duffian not being handy, 
she in her renewed earthly happiness wanted to 
see her charms in a woman's natural mirror : 
namely, the face of man : if of man on his knees, 
all the better: and though a little man is not 
much of a man, and a sister's husband is, or 
should be, hardly one at all, still some sort of a 
reflector he must be. Two or three jests adapted 
to Andrew's palate achieved his momentary cap- 
tivation. 
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He said: "'Gad, I never kissed you in my 
life, Louy." 

And she, with a flavour of delicate Irish brogue, 
" Why don't ye catch opportunity by the tail, 
then?" 

Perfect innocence, I assure you, on both sides. 

But mark how stupidity betrays. Andrew 
failed to understand her, and act on the hint im- 
mediately. Had he done so, the afiair would have 
been over without a witness. As it happened, 
delay permitted Harriet to assist at the cere- 
mony. 

" It wasn't your mouth, Louy," said Andrew. 

" Oh, my mouth ! — that I keep for my chosen," 
was answered. 

"'Gad, you make a fellow almost wish — " 
Andrew's fingers worked over his poll, and then 
the spectre of righteous wrath flashed on him — 
naughty little man that he was ! He knew him- 
self naughty, for it was the only time since his 
marriage that he had ever been sorry to see his 
wife. This is a comedy, and I must not preach 
lessons of life here : but I am obliged to remark 
that the husband must be proof, the sister-in-law 
perfect, where arrangements exist that keep them 
under one roof. She may be so like his wife ! 
Or, from the knowledge she has of his circum- 
stances, she may talk to him almost as his wife. 

He may forget that she is not his wife ! And 

b2 
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then again, the smaU beginnings, which are in 
reality the mighty barriers, are so easily slid over. 
But what is the use of telling this to a pure gene- 
ration ? My constant error is in supposing that 
I write for the wicked people who begat us. 

Note, however, the difference between the 
woman and the man ! Shame confessed Andrew's 
naughtiness ; he sniggered pitiably : whereas the 
Countess jumped up, and pointing at him, asked 
her sister what she thought of that. Her next 
sentence, coolly delivered, related to some millinery 
matter. If this was not innocence, what is ? 

Nevertheless, I must here state that the scene 
related, innocent as it was, and, as one would 
naturally imagine, of puny consequence, if any, did 
no less a thing than, subseqilefifly, to precipitate 
the Protestant Countess de Saldar into the bosom 
of the Eoman Catholic Church. A little bit of 
play ! 

It seems barely just. But if; as I have heard, 
a lady has trod on a pebble and broken her nose, 
tremendous results like these warn us to be careful 
how we walk. As for play, it was never intended 
that we should play with flesh and blood. 

And, oh, be charitable, matrons of Britain! 
See here, Andrew Cogglesby, who loved his wife 
as his very soul, and who almost disliked her 
sister ; — ^in ten minutes the latter had set his head 
spinning ! The whole of the day he went about 
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the house meditating frantically on the possibility 
of his Harriet demanding a divorce. 

She was not the sort of woman to do that. But 
one thing she resolved to do ; and it was, to go to 
Lymport with Louisa, and having once got her 
out of her dwelling-place, never to allow her to 
enter it, wherever it might be, in the light of a^ 
resident again. Whether anything but the menace 
of a participation in her conjugal possessions- 
could have despatched her to that hateful place, I. 
doubt. She went : she would not let Andrew be 
out of her sight. Growing haughtier towards him 
at every step, she advanced to the strange old. 
shop. Evan Harrington over the door ! There 
the Countess, having meantime returned to her- 
state of womanhood, shared her shudders. They 
entered, and passed in to Mrs. Mel, leaving theip 
footman, apparently, in the rear. Evan was not 
visible. A man in the shop, with a yard measure 
negligently adorning his shoulders, said that Mr. 
Harrington was in the habit of quitting the shop 
at five. 

" Deuced good habit, too," said Andrew. 

"Why, sir," observed another, stepping for- 
ward, " as you truly say — yes. But — ah ! Mr. 
Andrew Cogglesby? Pleasure of meeting you 
once in Fallowfield ! Eemember Mr. Perkins ? — 
the lawyer, not the maltster. Will you do me the 
favour to step out with me ? " 
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Andrew followed him into the street. 

" Are you aware of our young friend's good for- 
tune ? " said Lawyer Perkins. " Yes. Ah ! Well ! 
— ^Would you believe that any sane person in his 
condition, now — ^nonsense apart — could bring his 
mind wilfully to continue a beggar ? No. Um ! 
Well, Mr. Cogglesby, I may tell you that I hold 
here in my hands a document by which Mr. Evan 
Harrington transfers the whole of the property 
bequeathed to him to Mr. Harry Jocelyn, in 
reversion from my lady, his mother, and that I 
have his orders to execute it instantly, and deliver 
it over to her ladyship, after the will is settled, 
probate, and so forth : I presume there will be 
an arrangement about his father's debts. Now, 
what do you think of that ? " 

" Think, sir, — think ! " cried Andrew, cocking 
his head at him like an indignant bii'd, " I think 
he's a damned young idiot to do so, and you're a 
confounded old rascal to help him." 

Leaving Mr. Perkins to digest his judgment 
which he had solicited, Andrew bounced back 
into the shop. 



THE SHOP BECOMES AN ATTRACTION. 247 



CHAPTEE XVI. 

IN WHICH THE SHOP BECOMES THE CENTRE OF 

ATTRACTION. 

Under the first lustre of a May-night, Evan 
was galloping over the moon-shadowed downs 
towards Beckley. At the ridge commanding the 
woods, the park, and the stream, his horse stopped, 
as if from habit, snorted, and puffed its sides, 
while he gazed steadily across the long lighted 
vale. Soon he began to wind down the glaring 
chalk-track, and reached grass levels. Here he 
broke into a round pace, till, gaining the first 
straggling cottages of the village, he knocked the 
head of his whip against the garden-gate of one, 
and a man came out, who saluted him, and held 
the reins. 

" Animal does work, sir," said the man. 

Evan gave directions for it to be looked to, and 
went on to the doorway, where he was met by a 
young woman. She uttered a respectful greeting, 
and begged him to enter. 

The door closed, he flung himself into a chair, 
and said : " Well, Susan, how is the child ? " 
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" Oh ! he's always well, Mr. Harrington ; he 
don't know the tricks o' trouble yet." 
" Will Polly be here soon ? " 
"At a quarter after nine she said, sir." 
Evan bade her sit down. After examining her 
features quietly, he said : 

" I*m glad to see you here, Susan. You don't 
regret that you followed my advice ? " 

"No, sir; now it's over, I don't. Mother's 
kind enough, and father doesn't mention anything. 
She's a-bed with bile — father's out." 

" But what ? There's something on your 
mind." 

" I shall cry, if I begin, Mr. Harrington." 
" See how far you can get without." 
" Oh! sir, then," said Susan, on a sharp rise of 
her bosom, " it ain't my fault. I wouldn't cause 
trouble to Mr. Harry, or any friend of yours; 
but, sir, father have got hold of his letters to me, 
and he says, there's a promise in 'em — ^least, one 
of 'em ; and it's as good as law, he says — he heard 
it in a public-house ; and he's gone over to 
Fall'field to a law-gentleman there." Susan was 
compelled to give way to some sobs. " It ain't 
for me father does it, sir," she pleaded. " I tried 
to stop him, knowing how it'd vex you, Mr. Har- 
rington ; but he's heady about points, though a 
quiet man ordinary ; and he says he don't expect 
— and I know now no gentleman'd marry such as 
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me — ^I ain't such a stupid gaper at words as I 
used to be ; but father says it's for the child's 
sake, and he does it to have him provided for. 
Please, don't ye be angry with me, sir." 

Susan's half-controlled spasms here got the 
better of her. 

While Evan was awaiting the return of her 
calmer senses, the latch was lifted, and Polly 
appeared. 

" At it again ! " was her sneering comment, 
after a short survey of her apron- screened sister ; 
and then she bobbed to Evan. 

" It's whimper, whimper, and squeak, squeak, 
half their lives with some girls. After that they 
go wondering they can't see to thread a needle ! 
The neighbours, I suppose. I should like to lift 
the top off some o' their houses. I hope I haven't 
kept you, sir." 

" No, Polly," said Evan ; " but you must be 
charitable, or I shall think you want a lesson 
yourself. Mr. Raikes tells me you want to see me. 
What is it ? You seem to be correspondents." 

Polly replied : " Oh, no, Mr. Harrington : only 
accidental ones — ^when something particular's to 
be said. And he dances — ^like on the paper, so 
that you can't help laughing. Isn't he a very 
eccentric gentleman, sir ? " 

"Very," said Evan. "I've no time to lose, 
PoUy." 
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" Here, you most go," the latter called to her 
sister. " Now pack at once, Sue. Do rout out, 
and do leave off thinking youVe got a candle at 
your eyes, for Goodness' sake ! " 

Susan was too well accustomed to Polly's usage 
to complain. She murmured a gentle "Good 
night, sir," and retired. Whereupon Polly ex- 
claimed : " Bless her poor dear soft heart ! It's 
us hard ones that get on best in the world. I'm 
treated better than her, Mr. Harrington, and I 
know I ain't worth half of her. It goes nigh to 
make one religious, only to see how exactly like 
Scripture is the way Beckley treats her, whose 
only sin is her being so soft as to believe in a 
man ! Oh, dear ! Mr. Harrington ! I wish I had 
good news for you." 

In spite of all his self-control, Evan breathed 
quickly and looked eagerly. 

" Speak it out, PoUy." 

"Oh, dear! I must, I suppose," Polly an- 
swered. " Mr. Laxley's become a lord now, Mr. 
Harrington." 

Evan tasted in his soul the sweets of contrast. 

" WeU ? '' 

" And my Miss Eose — she — " 

"What?" 

Moved by the keen hunger of his eyes, Polly 
hesitated. Her face betrayed a sudden change of 
mind. 
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" Wants to see you, sir," she said, resolutely. 

"To.seeme?" 

Evan stood up, so pale that Polly was fright- 
ened. 

" Where is she ? Where can I meet her ? " 

" Please don't take it so, Mr. Harrington ? " 

Evan commanded her to tell him what her 
mistress had said. 

Now up to this point PoUy had spoken truth. 
She was positive her mistress did want to see 
him. Polly, also, with a maiden's tender guile, 
desired to bring them together for once, though 
it were for the last time, and for no good on earth. 
She had been about to confide to him her young 
mistress's position towards Lord Laxley, when 
his sharp interrogation stopped her. Shrinking 
from absolute invention, she remarked that of 
course she could not exactly remember Miss 
Eose's words ; which seemed indeed too much to 
expect of her. 

" She wiU see me to-night ? " said Evan. 

" I don't know about to-night," Polly replied. 

" Go to her instantly. Tell her I am ready. 
I will be at the West park-gates. This is why 
you wrote, Polly ? Why did you lose time ? 
Don't delay, my good girl ! Come ! " 

Evan had opened the door. He would not 
allow Polly an instant for expostulation; but 
drew her out, saying ; " You wiU attend to the 
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gates yourself. Or come and tell me the day, if 
she appoints another." 

Polly made a final effort to escape from the pit 
she was being pushed into. 

" Mr. Harrington ! it wasn't to teU you this I 
wrote. Miss Eose is engaged, sir." 

" I understand," said Evan, hoarsely, scarcely 
feeling it, as is the case with men who are shot 
through the heart. 

Ten minutes later he was on horseback by 
the Fallowfield gates, with the tidings shrieking 
through his frame. The night was still, and 
stiller in the pauses of the nightingales. He sat 
there, neither thinking of them nor reproached 
in his manhood for the tears that rolled down his 
cheeks. Presently his horse's ears pricked, and 
the animal gave a low neigh. Evan's eyes fixed 
harder on the length of gravel leading to the 
house. There was no sign, no figure. Out from 
the smooth grass of the lane a couple of horse- 
men issued, and came straight to the gates. He 
heard nothing till one spoke. It was a familiar 
voice. 

" By Jove, Ferdy, here is the fellow, and we've 
been all the way to Lymport ! " 

Evan started from his trance. 

" It's you, Harrington ? " 

" Yes, Harry." 

" Sir!" exclaimed that youth, evidently flushed 
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with wine, "what the devil do you mean by 
addressing me by my christian name ? " 

Laxley pushed his horse's head in front of 
Harry. In a manner apparently somewhat im- 
proved by his new dignity, he said : " We have 
ridden to Lymport to speak to you, sir. Favour 
me by moving a little ahead of the lodge." 

Evan bowed, and moved beside him a short 
way down the lane, Harry following. 

" The purport of my visit, sir," Laxley began, 
" was to make known to you that Miss Jocelyn 
has done me the honour to accept me as her hus- 
band. I learn from her that during the term of 
your residence in the house, you contrived to 
extract from her a promise to which she attaches 
certain scruples. She pleases to consider herself 
bound to you till you release her. My object is 
to demand that you will do so immediately." 

Evan did not^eply. 

" Should you refuse to make this reparation for 
the harm you have done to her and her family," 
Laxley pursued, " I must let you know that there 
are means of compelling you to it, and that those 
means will be employed." 

Harry, fuming at these postured sentences, 
burst out : " What do you talk to the fellow in 
that way for ? A fellow who makes a fool of my 
cousin, and then wants to get us to buy off my 
sister ! What's he spying after here ? The place 
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is ours till we troop. I tell you there's only one 
way of dealing with him, and if you don't do it, I 
wiU." 

Laxley pulled his reins with a jerk that brought 
him to the rear. 

" Miss Jocelyn has commissioned you to 
make this demand on me in her name ? " said 
Evan. 
" I make it in my own right," returned Laxley. 
I demand a prompt reply." 
My lord, you shall have it. Miss Jocelyn 
is not bound to me by any engagement. Should 
she entertain scruples which I may have it in my 
power to obliterate, I shall not hesitate to do so 
— but only to her. What has passed between us 
I hold sacred." 

"Hark at that!" shouted Harry. "The 
damned tradesman means money! You ass, 
Ferdinand ! "What did we go to Lymport for ? 
Not to bandy words. Here! I've got my own 
quarrel with you, Harrington. You've been 
setting that girl's father on me. Can you deny 
that?" 

It was enough for Harry that Evan did not 
deny it. The calm disdain which he read on 
Evan's face acted on his fury, and digging his 
heels into liis horse's flanks he rushed full at him 
and dealt him a sharp flock with his whip. Evan's 
beast reared. 
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" Accept my conditions, sir, or aflford me satis- 
faction," cried Laxley. 

" You do me great honour, my lord, but I have 
told you I cannot," said Evan, curbing his horse. 

At that moment Eose came among them. Evan 
raised his hat, as did Laxley. Harry, a little 
behind the others, performed a laborious mock 
salute, and then ordered her back to the house. 
A quick altercation ensued ; the end being that 
Harry managed to give his sister the context of 
the previous conversation. 

" Now go back, Eose," said Laxley. " I have 
particular business with Mr. Harrington." 

^' I came to see him," said Eose, in a clear 
voice. 

Laxley reddened angrily. 

" Then tell him at once you want to be rid of 
him," her brother called to her. 

Eose looked at Evan. Could he not see that 
she had no word in her soul for him of that kind ? 
Yes : but love is not always to be touched to ten- 
derness even at the sight of love. 

" Eose," he said. " I hear from Lord Laxley, 
that you fancy yourseK not at liberty ; and that 
you require me to disengage you." 

He paused. Did he expect her to say there 
that she wished nothing of the sort ? Her sted- 
fast eyes spoke as much : but misery is wanton, 
and will pull all down to it. Even Harry was 
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checked by his tone, and Laxlej sat sHent. The 
fiEict that something more than a taQor was speak- 
ing seemed to impress them. 

" Since I have to say it, Bose, I hold you in 
no way bonnd to me. The presumption is forced 
upon me. May you have all the happiness I pray 
God to give you. Gentlemen, good night ! " 

He bowed and was gone. How keenly she 
could have retorted on that false prayer for her 
happiness ! Her limbs were nerveless, her tongue 
speechless. He had thrown her off — there was 
no barrier now between herself and Ferdinand. 
Why did Ferdinand speak to her with that air of 
gentle authority, bidding her return to the house? 
She was incapable of seeing, what the young lord 
acutely felt, that he had stooped very much in 
helping to bring about such a scene. She had 
no idea of having trifled with him and her own 
heart, when she talked feebly of her bondage to 
another, as one who would be warmer to him 
were she free. Swiftly she compared the two 
that loved her, and shivered as if she had been 
tossed to the embrace of a block of ice. 

" You are cold, Eose," said Laxley, bending to 
lay his hand on her shoulder. 

"Pray, never touch me," she answered, and 
walked on hastily to the house. 

Entering it, she remembered that Evan had 
dwelt there. A sense of desolation came over 
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her. She turned to Ferdinand remorsefully, say- 
ing : " Dear Ferdinand ! " and allowed herself 
both to be touched and taken close to Mm. When 
she reached her bed-room, she had time to reflect 
that he had kissed her on the lips, and then she 
fell down and shed such tears as had never been 
drawn from her before. 

Next day she rose with an undivided mind. 
Belonging henceforth to Ferdinand, it was neces- 
sary that she should invest him immediately with 
transcendant qualities. His a.bsence of character 
rendered this easy. What she had done for 
Evan, she did for him. But now, as if the Fates 
had been lying in watch to entrap her and chain 
her, that they might have her at their mercy, her 
dreams of Evan's high nature — hitherto dreams 
only — were to be realised. With the purposeless 
waywardness of her sex, PoUy Wheedle, while 
dressing her young mistress, and though quite 
aware that the parting had been spoken, must 
needs relate her sister's story and Evan's share 
in it. Eose praised him like one for ever aloof 
from him. Nay, she could secretly congratulate 
herself on not being deceived. Upon that came 
a letter from Caroline : 

"Do not misjudge my brother. He knew 
Juliana's love for him and rejected it. You will 
soon have proofs of his disinterestedness. Then 
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do not forget that he works to support us alL 
I write this with no hope save to make yoa 
just to him. That is the ntmost he will eTer 
anticipate." 

It gave no beating of the heart to Bose to hear 
good of Evan now : but an increased serenity of 
confidence in the accuracy of her judgment of 
persons. 

The arrival of lawyer Perkins supplied the key 
to Caroline's communication. No one was less 
astonished than Bose at the news that Evan 
renounced the estate. She smiled at Harry's 
contrite stupefaction, and her father's incapacity 
of belief in conduct so singular, caused her to 
lift her head and look down on her parent. 

" Shows he knows nothing of the world, poor 
young fellow ! " said Sir Franks. 

"Nothing more clearly," observed Lady Jocelyn. 
" I presume I shall cease to be blamed for having 
had him here ? " 

" Upon my honour, he must have the soul of a 
gentleman ! " said the baronet. " There's nothing 
he can expect in return, you know ! " 

" One would think, papa, you had always been 
dealing with tradesmen ! " remarked Eose, to 
whom her father now accorded the treatment due 
to a sensible girl. 

Laxley was present at the family consultation. 
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What was his opinion? Bose manifested a slight 

I 

anxiety to hear it. 

" What those sort of fellows do never surprises 
me," he said, with a semi-yawn. 

Eose felt fire on her cheeks. 

"It's only what the young man is bound to do," 
said Mrs. Shome. 

" His duty, aunt ? I hope we may all do it ! " 
Eose interjected. 

" Championing him again ? " 

Eose quietly turned her face, too sure of her 
cold appreciation of him to retort. But yester- 
day night a word from him might have made her 
his ; and here she sat advocating the nobility of 
his nature with the zeal of a barrister in full 
swing of practice. Eemember, however, that a kiss 
separates them : and how many millions of leagues 
that counts for in love, I leave you to guess. 

Now, in what way was Evan to be thanked ? 
how was he to be treated ? Sir Franks proposed 
to go down to him in person, accompanied by 
Harry. Lady Jocelyn acquiesced. But Eose 
said to her mother : 

"Will not you wound his sensitiveness by 
going to him there ? " 

"Possibly," said her ladyship. "Shall we 
write and ask him to come to us ? " 

"No, mama. Could we ask him to make a 
journey to receive our thanks ? " 

8 2 
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^Not till we have solid ones to offer, petliaps.*' 

** He will not let ns help him, mama, unless we 
have all given him onr hands.'* 

'' Probably not. There's always a fond of 
nonsense in those who are capable of great 
things, I observe. It shall be a fiunilj e^e- 
dition, if you like." 

** What!" exclaimed Mrs. Shome. **Do you 
mean that you intend to allow Bose to make <Mie 
of the party ? Franks ! is that your idea ? " 

Sir Franks looked at his wife. 

''What harm?" Lady Jocelyn asked; far 
Rose's absence of conscious guile in appealing to 
her reason had subjugated that great fBcuUy. 

** Simply a sense of propriety, Emily," sud 
Mrs. Shome, with a glance at Ferdinand. 

" You have no objection, I suppose ! " I^ady 
Jocelyn addressed him. 

'' Ferdinand will join us," said Bose. 

Thank you. Rose, I'd rather not," he replied. 
I thought we had done with the fellow for good 
last night." 

" Last night ? " quoth Lady Jocelyn. 

No one spoke. The interrogation was renewed. 
Was it Rose's swift instinct idiich directed her 
the shortest way to gain her point ? or that she 
was glad to announce that her degrading ^igage- 
ment was at an end ? 

She said : " Ferdinand and Mr. Harringtoii 
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came to an understanding last night, in my pre- 
sence." 

That, strange as it struck on their ears, 
appeared to be quite sufficient to all, albeit the 
necessity for it was not so very clear. The 
carriage was ordered forthwith; Lady Jocelyn 
went to dress ; Eose drew Ferdinand away into 
the garden. Then, with all her powers, she 
entreated him to join her. 

" Thank you, Eose," he said ; " I've no taste 
for taUors." 

" For my sake I beg it, Ferdinand." 

" It's really too much to ask of me, Eose." 

" If you care for me, you wUl." 

" Ton my honour, quite impossible ! " 

" You refuse, Ferdinand ? " 

" My London tailor 'd find me out, and never 
forgive me." 

This pleasantry stopped her soft looks. Why 
she wished him to be with her, she could not 
have said. For a thousand reasons : which im- 
plies no distinct one : something prophetically 
pressing in her blood. 
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CHAPTER XVn. 

A lovers' pabtixg. 

Now, to suppose oneself the fashioner of sach 
a chain of events as this which brought the whole 
of the Harrington fsunily in tender unity together 
once more, would have elated an ordinary mind. 
But to the Countess de Saldar, it was simply an 
occasion for reflecting that she had misunder- 
stood — and could most sincerely forgive — ^Provi- 
dence. She admitted to herself that it was not 
entirely her work ; for she never would have had 
their place of meeting to be the Shop. Seeing, 
however, that her end was gained, she was entitled 
to the credit of it, and could pardon the means 
adopted. Her brother lord of Beckley Court, 
and all of them assembled in the old 193, Main 
Street, Lymport ! What matter for proud humi- 
lity! Providence had answered her numerous 
petitions, but in its own way. Stipulating that 
she must swallow this pill. Providence consented 
to serve her. She swallowed it with her wonted 
courage. In half an hour subsequent to her 
arrival at Lymport, she had laid siege to the heart 
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of Old Tom Cogglesby, whom she found installed 
in the parlour, comfortably sipping at a tumbler 
of rum-and-water. Old Tom was astonished to 
meet such an agreeable unpretentious woman, 
who talked of tailors and lords with equal ease, 
appeared to comprehend a man's habits instinc- 
tively, and could amuse him while she ministered 
to them. 

" Can you cook, ma'am ? " asked Old Tom. 

" All but that," said the Countess, with a smile 
of sweet meaning. 

" Ha ! then you won't suit me as well as your 
mother." 

" Take care you do not excite my emulation," she 
returned, graciously, albeit disgusted at his tone. 

To Harriet, Old Tom had merely nodded. 
There he sat, in the arm-chair, sucking the 
liquor, with the glimpse of a sour chuckle on his 
cheeks. Now and then, during the evening, he 
rubbed his hands sharply, but spoke little. The 
unbending Harriet did not conceal her disdain of 
him. When he ventured to allude to the bank- 
ruptcy, she cut him short. 

"Pray excuse me — I am unacquainted with 
affairs of business — ^I cannot even understand my 
husband." 

" Lord bless my soul ! " Old Tom exclaimed, 
rolling his eyes. 

Caroline had informed her sisters up-stairs 
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that their mother was ignorant of Evan's change 
of fortune, and that Evan desired her to continue 
so for the present. Caroline appeared to be 
pained by the subject, and was glad when Louisa 
sounded . his mysterious behaviour by saying i 
" Evan has a native love of concealment — ^he must 
be humoured." 

At the supper, Mr. John Eaikes made his bow. 
He was modest and reserved. It was known that 
this young gentleman acted as shopman there. 
With a tenderness for his position worthy of all 
respect, the Countess spared his feelings by totally- 
ignoring his presence : whereat he, unaccustomed 
to such great-minded treatment, retired to bed, a 
hater of his kind. Harriet and Caroline went 
next. The Countess said she would wait up for 
Evan, but hearing that his hours of return were 
about the chime of matins, she cried exultingly : 
** Darling papa all over ! " and departed likewise. 
Mrs. Mel, when she had mixed Old Tom's third 
glass, wished the brothers good night, and they 
were left to exchange what sentiments they thought 
proper for the occasion. The Countess had cer- 
tainly disappointed Old Tom's farce, in a measure; 
and he expressed himself puzzled by her. " You 
ain't the only one," said his brother. Andrew, 
with some effort, held his tongue concerning the 
news of Evan — his fortune and his folly, till he 
could talk to the youth in person. 
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All took their seats at the early breakfast next 
morning. 

" Has Evan not come home yet ? " was the 
Countess's first question. 

Mrs. Mel repKed, " No." 

" Do you know where he has gone, dear maml^?" 

"He chooses his own way." 

"And you fear 'that it leads somewhere?" 
added the Countess. 

" I fear that it leads to knocking up the horse 
he rides." 

" The horse, mama ! He is out on a horse 
aU night ! But don't you see, dear old pet ! his 
morals, at least, are safe on horseback." 

" The horse has to be paid for, Louisa," said 
her mother, sternly; and then, for she had a lesson 
to read to the guests of her son, " Beady money 
doesn't come by joking. What will the creditors 
think ? If he intends to be honest in earnest, he 
must give up four-feet mouths." 

^' Fourteen-ieet, ma'am, you mean," said Old 
Tom, counting the heads at table. 

" Bravo, mama I " cried the Countess, and as 
she was sitting near her mother, she must 
show how prettily she kissed, by pouting out her 
playful lips to her parent. " Do be economical 
always ! And mind ! for the sake of the wretched 
animals, I wiU intercede for you to be his inspec- 
tor of stablest' : 
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This, with a glance of intelligence at her 
sisters. 

" Well, Mr. Eaikes,'* said Andrew, " you keep 
good hours, at all events — eh ? " 

" Up with the lark," said Old Tom. " Ha : 
'frsUfci he won*t be so early when he gets rid of his 
present habits — eh ? " 

*' Nee dienim numerum, ut nos, sed noctium 
computant," said Mr. Eaikes, and both the 
brothers sniffed like dogs that have put their 
noses to a hot coal, and the Countess, who was 
less insensible to the aristocracy of the dead lan- 
guages than are women generally, gave him the 
recognition that is occasionally afforded the family 
tutor. 

About the hour of ten Evan arrived. He was 
subjected to the hottest embrace he had ever yet 
received from his sister Louisa. 

" Darling ! " she called him before them all. 
" Oh ! how I suffer for this ignominy I see you 
compelled for a moment to endure. But it is 
but for a moment. They must vacate ; and you 
will soon be out of this horrid hole." 

" "Where he just said he was glad to give us a 
welcome," muttered Old Tom. 

Evan heard him, and laughed. The Countess 
laughed too. 

" No, we will not be impatient. We are poor 
insignificant people ! " she said ; and turning to 
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her mother, added: "And yet I doubt not you 
think the smallest of our landed gentry equal to 
great continental seigneurs. I do not say the 
contrary." 

" You will fill Evan's head with nonsense till 
you make him knock up a horse a week, and never 
go to his natural bed," said Mrs. Mel, angrily. 
<*Look at him ! Is a face like that fit for busi- 
ness ? " 

" Certainly, certainly not ! " said the Countess. 

" Well, mother, the horse is dismissed, — ^you 
won't have to complain any more," said Evan, 
touching her hand. "Another history com- 
mences from to-day." 

The Countess watched him admiringly. Such 
powers of acting she could not have ascribed to 
him. 

" Another history, indeed ! " she said. " By 
the way. Van, love ! w^as it out of Glamorganshire 
— ^were we Tudors, according to papa? or only 
Powys chieftains ? It*s of no moment, but it 
helps one in conversation." 

** Not half so much as good ale, though ! " was 
Old Tom*s comment. 

The Countess did not perceive its fitness, till 
Evan burst into a laugh, and then she said : 

" Oh ! we shall never be ashamed of the 
Brewery. Do not fear that, Mr. Cogglesby/' 

Old Tom saw his farce reviving, and encourage 
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the Conntess to patronise liim. She did so to an 
extent that called on her Mrs. MeFs reprobation, 
which was so cutting and pertinent, that Harriet 
was compelled to defend her sister, remarking 
that perhaps her mother would soon learn that 
LotuBawaa jostified in not permitting herself aud 
family to be classed too low. At this Andrew, 
coming from a private interview with Evan, threw 
up his hands and eyes as one who foretold asto- 
nishment but coimselled humility. What with 
the effort of those who knew a little to imply a 
great deal; of those who knew all to betray 
nothing ; and of those who were kept in igno- 
rance to strain a fact out of the conflicting 
inuendos, the general mystification waxed apace, 
and was at its height, when a name struck on 
Evan*s ear that went through his blood like a 
touch of the torpedo. 

He had been called into the parlour to assist 
at a consultation over the brewery affairs. Mr. 
John Baikes opened the door, and announced 
** Sir Franks and Lady Jocelyn." 

Them he could meet, though it was hard for 
his pride to pardon their visit to him there. But 
when his eyes discerned Bose behind them, the 
passions of his lower nature stood up armed. 
What could she have come for but to humiliate, 
or play with him ? 

-A very few words enabled ike Countess to 
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guess the cause for this visit. Of course, it i^as 
to beg time ! But they thanked Evan. For 
something generous, no doubt. Sir Franks took 
him aside, and returning remarked to his wife 
that she perhaps would have greater influence 
with him. All this while Rose sat talking to 
Mrs. Andrew Cogglesby, Mrs. Strike, and Evan's 
motiier. She saw by his face the ofence she had 
committed, and acted on by one of her impulses, 
said : " Mama, I think if I were to speak to Mr. 
Harrington — " 

Ere her mother could make light of the sug- 
gestion, Old Tom had jumped up, and bowed out 
his arm. 

"Allow me to conduct ye to the drawing- 
room, up-stairs, young lady. Hell follow, safe 
enough ! " 

Rose had not stipulated for that. Nevertheless, 
seeing no cloud on her mother's face, or her 
fgtther's, she gave Old Tom her hand, and awaited 
B, movement from Evan. It was too late to object 
to it on either side. Old Tom had caught Hie 
tide at the right instant. Much as if a grim old 
genie had planted them together, the lovers found 
themselves alone. 

" Evan, you forgive me ? " she began, looking 
up at him timidly. 

"With all my heart, Rose," he answered, with 
great cheerfulness. 
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**Bro, I know your heart better. Oh, flyan I 
joa must be sore that we rei^ect jon too mncli 
to wound jon. We came to thank you for yoxor 
goierosity. Do you i^iae to accept anything 
from na ? How can we take this &at yon thmst 
on ns, unless in some way — ** 

** Say no more," he interposed* " Yon see me 
here. Yon know me as I am, now." 

** Yes, yes I " the tears stood in her eyes. 
**"Why did I eome, yon would ask? That is 
what yon cannot fbi^ive I I see now how useless 
it was. Evan t why did you betray me ? "^ 

** Betray you, Eose ? " 

" You said that yon loved me once." 

She was weeping, and all his spirit melted, and 
his love died oat ; ^ I said ^ till death,' and till 
death it will be. Rose." 

** Then why, why did you betray me, Evan? I 
know it alL But if you blackened yourself to 
me, was it not because you loved something 
better than me ? And now you think me iaise I 
Which of us two has been false ? It's silly to 
talk of these things now — too late ! But be just. 
I wish that we may be friends. Can we, unless 
you bend a little ? " 

The tears, streamed down her cheeks, and in 
h^ lovely humility he saw the baseness of that 
pride of his which had hitherto held hTin np. 

** Now that you are in this house where I was 
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bom and am to live, can you regret what has 
come between us, Eose ? " 

Her lips quivered in pain. 

" Can I do anything else but regret it all my 
life, Evan ? " 

How was it possible for him to keep his 
strength ? 

" Eose ! " he spoke with a passion that made 
her shrink, " are you bound to this man ? " and 
to the drooping of her eyes, ** No. Impossible, 
for you do not love him. Break it. Break the 
engagement you cannot fulfil. Break it, and 
belong to me. It sounds ill for me to say that 
in such a place. But Eose, I will leave it. I 
will accept any assistance that your father — that 
any man will give me. Beloved — ^noble girl ! I 
see my falseness to you, though I little thought 
it at the time — fool that I was! Be my help, 
my guide — as the soul of my body ! Be 
mme! 

"Oh, Evan !" she clasped her hands in terror 
at the change in him, that was hurrying her she 
knew not where, and trembling held them suppli- 
catingly. 

" Yes, Eose : you have taught me what love 
can be. You cannot marry that man." 

" But my honour, Evan ! No. I do not love 
him ; for I can love but one. He has my pledge. 
Can I break it ? " 
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The stress on the question choked him, just as 
his heart sprang to her. 

" Can you face the world with me, Hose ? " 

" Oh, Evan ! is there an escape for me ? Think ! 
Decide ! No — no ! there is not. My mother, I 
know, looks on it so. Why did she trust me to be 
with you here, but that she thinks me engaged to 
him, and has such faith in me ? Oh, help me ! — 
be my guide. Think whether you would trust me 
hereafter ! I should despise myself." 

" Not if you marry him ! " said Evan, bitterly. 
And then thinking as men will think when they 
look on the figure of a fair girl marching serenely 
to a sacrifice, the horrors of which they insist 
that she ought to know : — half-hating her for her 
calmness — adomig her for her innocence: he 
said: " It rests with you, Eose. The world will 
approve you, and if your conscience does, why — 
farewell, and may Heaven be your help." 
She murmured, " Farewell." 

Did she expect more to be said by him ? What 
did she want or hope for now ? And yet a light 
of himger grew in her eyes, brighter and brighter, 
as it were on a wave of yearning. 
" Take my hand once," she faltered. 
Her hand and her whole shape he took, and 
she with closed eyes let him strain her to his 
breast. 

Their swoon was broken by the opening of the 
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door, where Old Tom Cogglesby and Lady Jocelyn 
appeared. 

" 'Gad! he seems to have got his recompense — 
eh, my lady ? " cried Old Tom. 

However satisfactorily they might have ex- 
plained the case, it certainly did seem so. 

Lady Jocelyn looked not absolutely displeased. 
Old Tom was chuckling at her elbow. The two 
principal actors remained dumb. 

" I suppose, if we leave young people to settle 
a thing, this is how they do it," her ladyship 
remarked. 

"'Gad, and they do it well!" cried Old 
Tom. 

Eose, with a deep blush on her cheeks, stepped 
from Evan to her mother. Not in effirontery, but 
earnestly, and as the only way of escaping from 
the position, she said : ^* I have succeeded, mama. 
He will take what I oflTer." 

" And what's that, now ? " Old Tom inquired. 

Bose turned to Evan. He bent and kissed her 
hand. 

" Call it * recompense ' for the nonce," said 
Lady Jocelyn. "Do you still hold to your 
original proposition, Tom ? " 

"Every penny, my lady. I like the young 
fellow, and she's a jolly little lass — ^if she means 
it — she's a woman." 

" True," said Lady Jocelyn. " Considering 

VOL. ni. T 
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that htct, joa will obfige me hy keeping the 
matter qmeL" 

^ Does she want to try whether the taflor's a 
gentleman stOl, my Lidj — eh? ^ 

** No. I hncj she will hare to see whether a 
certain nobleman may be one." 

The Comitess now joined them. Sir Franks 
had informed her of her brother's last fine per- 
formance. After a short, nneasy panse, she said, 
^kmcing at E^an : 

'^ Ton know his romantic nature. I can assure 
you he was sincere; and even if you conld not 
accept, at least — " 

'' Bat we have accepted, Comitess," said Sose. 

"The estate!" 

" The estate, Comitess. And what is more, to 
increase the effect of his generosity, he has con- 
sented to take a recompense." 

"Indeed!" exclaimed the Conntess, directing 
a stony look at her brother. " May I presume 
to ask what recompense ? " 

Rose shook her head. " Such a very poor one, 
Comitess ! He has no idea of relative value." 

The Countess's great mind was just then run- 
ning hot on estates, and thousands, or she would 
not have played goose to them, you may be sure. 
She believed that Evan had been wheedled by 
Rose into the acceptance of a small sum of 
money, in return for his egregious gift! With 
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an internal groan, the outward aspect of which she 
had vast difficulty in masking, she said : " You 
are right — he has no head. Easily cajoled ! " 

Old Tom sat down in a chair, and laughed 
outright. Lady Jocelyn in pity for the poor 
lady, who always amused her, thought it time to 
put an end to the scene. 

" I hope your brother will come to us in about 
a week," she said. " May I expect the favour of 
your company as well ? " 

The Countess felt her dignity to be far supe- 
rior as she responded : " Lady Jocelyn, when 
next I enjoy the gratification of a visit to your 
hospitable mansion, I must know that I am not 
at a disadvantage. I cannot consent to be twice 
pulled down to my brother's level." 

Evan's heart was too full of its dim young 
happiness to speak, or care for words. The cold 
elegance of the Coimtess*s curtsey to Lady 
Jocelyn: her ladyship's kindly pressure of his 
hand : Rose's stedfast look into his eyes : Old 
Tom's smothered exclamation that he was not 
such a fool as he seemed : all passed dream-like, 
and when he was left to the fury of the Countess, 
he did not ask her to spare him, nor did he 
defend himself. She bade adieu to him and 
their mutual relationship that very day. But 
her star had not forsaken her yet. Chancing to 
peep into the shop, to intrust a commission to 

T 2 
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Mr. John Baikes, who was there doing penance 
for his career as a gentleman, she heard Old 
Tom and Andrew laughing, utterly unlike 
bankrupts. 

" Who'd have thought the women such fools ! 
and the Countess, too ! " 

This was Andrew's voice. He chuckled as one 
emancipated. The Countess had a short inter- 
view with him (before she took her departore to 
join her husband, under the roof of the Honour- 
able Herbert Duffian), and Andrew chuckled no 
more. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

A YEAR LATER, THE COUNTESS DE SALDAR DE 
SANCORVO TO HER SISTER CAROLINE. 

" Rome. 

" Let the post-mark be my reply to your letter 
received through the Consulate, and most cour- 
teously delivered with the Consul's compliments. 
We shall yet have an ambassador at Eome— • 
mark your Louisa's words. Yes, dearest ! I am 
here, body and spirit ! I have at last found a 
haven, a refuge, and let those who condemn me 
compare the peace of their spirits with mine. 
You think that you have quite conquered the 
dreadfulness of our origin. My love, I smile at 
you ! I know it to be impossible for the Pro- 
testant heresy to oflFer a shade of consolation. 
Earthly-bom, it rather encourages earthly dis- 
tinctions. It is the sweet sovereign Pontiff alone 
who gathers all in his arms, not excepting tailors. 
Here, if they could know it, is their blessed 
comfort I 

" Thank Harriet for her message. She need 
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say nothing. By refusing me her hospitality, 
when she must have known that the house was 
as free of creditors as any foreigner under the 
rank of Count is of soap, she drove me to 
Mr. Dufl&an. Oh ! how I rejoice at her ex- 
ceeding unkindness ! How warmly I forgive 
her the unsisterly — to say the least — vindic- 
tiveness of her unaccountable conduct! Her 
sufferings^ will one day be terrible. Good 
little Andrew supplies her place to me. Why 
do you refuse his easily afforded bounty? No 
one need know of it. I tell you candidly, I 
take double, and the small, good punch of a 
body is only too delighted. But then, I can be 
discreet. 

" Oh ! the gentlemanliness of these infinitely 
maligned Jesuits ! They remind me immensely 
of Sir Charles Grandison, and those frontispiece 
pictures to the novels we read when girls — I 
mean in manners and the ideas they impose — 
not in dress or length of leg, of course. The 
same winning softness; the same irresistible 
ascendancy over the female mind ! They require 
virtue for two, I assure you, and so I told Silva, 
who laughed. 

" But the charms of confession, my dear ! I 
will talk of Evan first. I have totally forgiven 
him. Attach^ to the Naples embassy, sounds 
tol-lol. In such a position I can rejoice to see 
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him, for it permits me to acknowledge him. I 
am not sure that, spirittuilly, Bose will be his 
most fitting helpmate. However, it is done, and 
I did it, and there is no more to be said. The 
behaviour of Lord Laxley in refusing to surrender 
a young lady who declared that her heart was 
with another, exceeds all I could have supposed. 
One of the noble peers among his ancestors must 
have been a pig ! Oh ! the Eoman nobility ! 
Grace, refinement, intrigue, perfect compre- 
hension of your ideas, wishes — the meanest 
trifles ! Here you have every worldly charm, 
and aU crowned by ReUgion ! This is my true 
delight. I feel at last that whatsoever I do, I 
cannot go far wrong while I am within hail 
of my gentle priest. I never could feel so 
before. 

" The idea of Mr. Parsley proposing for the 
beautiful widow Strike ! It was indecent to do 
so so soon — widowed under such circumstances ! 
But I dare say he was as disinterested as a Pro- 
testant curate ever can be. Beauty is a good 
dowry to bring a poor, lean, worldly curate of your 
Church, and he knows that. Your bishops and 
arches are quite susceptible to beautiful peti- 
tioners, and we know here how your livings and 
benefices are dispensed. What do you intend to 
do ? Come to me ; come to the bosom of the 
old and the only true Church, and I engage to 
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marry you to a Eoman prince the very next morn- 
ing or two. That is, if you have no ideas about 
prosecuting a certain enterprise which I should 
not abandon. In that case, stay. As Duchess of 
B., Mr. Duffian says you would be cordially wel- 
come to his Holiness, who may see women. That 
absurd report is all nonsense. We do not kiss his 
toe, certainly, but we have privileges equally envi- 
able. Herbert is all charm. I confess he is a little 
wearisome with his old ruins, and his Dante, the 
poet. He is quite of my opinion, that Evan will 
never wash out the trade stain on him until he 
comes over to the Church of Rome. I adjure 
you, Caroline, to lay this clearly before our dear 
brother. In fact, while he continues a Protes- 
tant, to me he is a tailor. But here Rose is 
the impediment. I know her to be just one 
of those little dogged minds that are incap- 
able of receiving new impressions. Was it not 
evident in the way she stuck to Evan after I 
had once brought them together ? I am not 
at all astonished that Mr. Raikes should have 
married her maid. It is a case of natural 
selection. But it is amusing to think of him 
carrying on the old business in 193, and with 
credit ! I suppose his parents are to be pitied ; 
but what better is the creature fit for ? Mama 
displeases me in consenting to act as house- 
keeper to old Gnmipus. I do not object to 
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the fact, for it is prospective; but she should 
have insisted on another place of resort than 
Fallowfield. I do not agree with you in thinking 
her right in refusing a second marriage. Her 
age does not shelter her from scandal in your 
Protestant communities. 

" I am every day expecting Harry Jocelyn to 
turn up. He was rightly sent away, for to think 
of the folly Evan put into his empty head ! No ; 
he shall have another wife, and Protestantism 
shall be his forsaken mistress ! 

" See how your Louy has given up the world 
and its vanities ! You expected me to creep up 
to you contrite and whimpering ? On the con- 
trary, I never felt prouder. And I am not going 
to live a lazy life, I can assure you. The Church 
hath need of me ! If only for the peace it hath 
given me on one point, I am eternally bound to 
serve it. 

" Postscript : I am persuaded of this ; that it 
is utterly impossible for a man to be a true 
gentleman who is not of the true Church. What 
it is I cannot say ; but it is as a convert that I 
appreciate my husband. Love is made to me, 
dear, for Catholics are human. The other day 
it was a question whether a lady or a gentleman 
should be compromised. It required the grossest 
fib. The gentleman did not hesitate. And why ? 
His priest was handy. Fancy Lord Laxley in 
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Bach a case. I shudder. This shows that 
yonr religion precludes any possibility of the 
being the real gentleman, and whateTier Hy^h 
may think of himself, or Hose think of him. I 
knoic the thing" 
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who was "bom to be hanged " — Creso 
Quattrino : the Man " who died rich." 

Vol. 3. — Mbs. Caudle's Cubtain 
Lkcjtubes. — The Stoet op a 
Featheb. — The Sick Giant 
and the doctoe dwabp. 

Vol. 4. — Cakes and Ale. 

Contents :— The Lesson of Life— Perditus 
Mutton, who bought a Caul — ^The 
Mayor of Hole-cum-Comer— The Ro- 
mance of a Key-hole — Mr. Peppercorn 
"at home" — The Preacher Parrot— 
The Lives of Smith, Brown, Jones, and 
Robinson — Shakespeare at "Bank- 
side"— The Wine Cellar, a "Morality" 



. — Kind Cousin Tom — ^The Manager's 
Pig— The Tapestry Weaver of Beauvais 
— ^The Genteel Pigeons — Shakespeare 
in China— The Order of Poverty — ^A 
Gossip at Reculvers — ^The Old Man at 
the Gate— The Epitaph of Sir Hugh 
Evans. 

Vol. 5. — ^Punch's Lettebs to his 
Son, and Complete Letteb 
Wbiteb — Sketches op the 
English. 

Vol. 6. — ^A Man made op Monet. 

Vol. 7. — Comedies: 

Contents: — Bubbles of the Day— Time 
Works Wonders— The Catspaw— The 
Prisoner of War— Retired from Busi- 
ness — St. Cupid, or Dorothy's Fortune. 

*»* These are cUso told tepantUiy, Tpriee 1#. 

each. 

Vol. 8. — Comedies and Dbamas: 

Contents:- The Rent Day— Nell Gwvnne 
— The Housekeeper— The Wedding 
(Sown— The School-Fellows — ^Doves in 
a Cage— The Painter of Ghent— Black- 
eyedSusan. 



THK 



The Caudle Lectures 
The Stob7 of a Feather 
Punch's Letters to bis Son 



poLLOwnre abe fttblished sepasatelt:— 

d. 

1 

2 
1 6 Sketches of the English 



$. d. 



The Lesson of Life— the Ltves of 
Brown, Jones, and Robinson . 



1 
1 



6 
6 



Piice 2ls., or separately, 6s. each, 

FOTJE POBTBAITS OF DOUGLAS JEBBOLD. 

PHOTOGRAPHED BY HIS FRIEND, DR. DIAMOND. 

Three of them were taken within a fortnight of his death, the fourth from the marble 

executed by E. H. Bailet, R.A., F.R.S. 



Up 



WOEKS PUBLISHED BY BRADBURY AND EVANS. 

VALUABLE WORKS OF BEFEEENCE. 

CONDUCTED BY CHARLES KNIGHT. 



In &x Volurtua, price 31, or bound in 3 VoU., ha^f-morocco, 3L 12$.^ 

THE CYGLOPiEDU OF BIOGRAPHY. 

ThiB Cyclopaedia of Biography may, without presumption, be state^ to be the best 
Biographical Dictionary extant ; unequalled in any language for the uiiivetBality of its 
range, its fulness, accuracy, and completeness. It possesses the new and imixntant 
feature of giving notices of Uving persons, English and foreign, of contemporary celebrity. 
Xf work of a similar nature approaches the English Cyclopcedia of Biography in cbeapnesg. 



In Four Volunia, price 21. 2i., or bound in 2 Voli.j half-morocco, 2L 10«., 

THE CYGLOFiEDIA OF GEOGRAPHY. 

The ftilness and accuracy of its iDformation render the Cyclopaedia of Qeograiphy a 
necessary manual for every library and news-room ; not presenting a dry catalogue of 
names and places, but furnishing ample and interesting details of the History, Statistics, 
and Physical features of every country in the world, according to the most reoent disco- 
veries and investigations. 



In Four Volumeg, price 22. 2«.» or bound in 2 Vols., ha^-moroeco, 2L lOs,, 

THE CYCLOP^DU OF NATURAL HISTORY. 

This Cyclopaedia, embracing the most interesting details of Natural History, presented 
in the most attractive form of scientific explanation, and illustrated with many hundreds 
of beautiful wood engravings, will furnish a most desirable addition to every library. To 
the Medical Student the work is indispensable. 



THE GYGLOPiBDIA OF ARTS AND SGIENCES. 

Is now in coiu*se of publication, in Monthly Farts, pricu 28. 6d. each. — This Cyclopaedia 
will be completed in Eight Volumes. Of these. Vols. I. to VI. arc published, price 12«, 
each ; Vols. VII. and VIII. will be published in 3861. 



These Works, perhaps formiug the most valuable and comprehensive Works of 
Reference in the language, published as a whole under the title of ^* The English 
Cyclopedia," are founded upon the valuable Copyright of the Penny Cyclop jedia, 
which has always remained in the hands of Mr. Eniqht. The elaborate revi- 
sions, with the large additions, of the present work, have involved a new outlay 
for literary labour of not less than Seven Thousand Founds, making the cost of 
literary production alone not far short of Fifty Thousand Pounds. 



WORKS PUBLISHED BY BRADBURY AND EVAKS. 



NAIUBE-FBINTEI) 
BBITISH FEBNS AND SEA-WEEDS. 



OCTATO NATDEE-PEINTKD BEITISH FERNS. 

Being Flgun> and DescripUona of tliB Bped« sad VBiietlee of Fsrns fonnd in the Dnitad 

BI THOMAS MOOBE, F.L.B. 

ThsWork contains laSFlatffl and 600 pKgMOfLBttor-prsw, Royal 8vo, uniform with tfiB 

"BaturB-PiintedBrlUih Sea-Weeds." 

*,* Eilber Votume may be had seperataly. 
Thii day U puiliifud, priet 21. ii. (comptaing «t wwi in 4 Voli., prto 8!. Bt.) Vol. IF. af Ot 

NATDKE.PEINIED BSITISH SEA-TBEDS. 

A History HCComptuiied by Figuns and Diisectioiu of the Mpa af the Biitiah lalea. 
BT W. JOHNSTONE AND ALEXANDER CROALL. 



- GEEEH SEA- 
WEEDS. 

UEE IT. 1D2 Bpeciea. S5 Plates. With 
Dissectiona of all the Bpedea. 
Synoptioal Tables of the Ordarj Gonef», 



Spades. TO Plates. 
Vol. II.— Serikb II. Gomotlobphud 

Seclea. 63 Flatde. With Diss 
ill tbo Spedsa. 

VOU. ill. 
KEL&NDSFEBXIUE. — OLITE 



and SpedQH. Oeneral View of the Btructon 
and uses o( the Sea-Weed Family. Slietch 
of tbeir CUsaifioatloQ and Distribntioa. In- 
BtruotionB for the Cultliatlon of the Atgte, 



HOT CES OF THE PRESS. 

dft fal lut HsnnBridbDiTlDhrillRiDsM perfFE(iOll,ftDdvbkch 

cirai *u DriE tpplEfid (a the jWni. To <pak of tha iccii- 

■eIcp ut fjicf DrtheplalniinT fwuiB AmUaomer. Tner_ M 

prahc bE dnw^qk (o tiu iniFh&, ttail Ju aaant bewtf vUl 

diU HOI l>Hn MiuUi^'— Bil>r<n Kngmr. 

0UU <ntr "Ur. Brarr BmlbwT'B "^NBLoM-Frmtad Britisli 

Iin^^rt Hn> EU'WaedH' la bow conipleUd bf ibe upRsnncfl o( 

bt..j fc I. *''* '""^ volume. The utko* nm uaAtA ikctdua 

lamoa Use i*&1 » i-Druel lepnH <d Tbs uui. There w olH eluplin on arTAaglDi Sim fOr 

-' ..W< halt AraikJ (ben plHAtDti.u'dAUI^euiDr whnla CQanludiDthlib e^uiurr of tdmido Wnot 

M be. snS win make s Tfry alUKtive dnwEss-TDOm Tout talamei uuiu-' — --^ '■-- "^ u. .k- -_i. 

tulB-Mot St boine or at the les-ilda."— ^fjkciKws. neld of Nalural Ui 



8 WORKS PUBLISHED BY BEADBUEY AND SVANS. ' 

ILLUSTRATED WORKS. 

♦— 

PICTURES OF LIFE AND CHARACTER. From the CoUavl 
tion of Mr. Punch. By JOHN LEECH. In Three HandAome Folio Yolames, pn?] 
128, each. 

YOUNG TROUBLESOME; Or, MASTER JACKY'S HOLI- 
DATS. By JOHN LEECH. A Series of Plates ; price 5«. 6d. plain ; 1$. U 
• coloured. 

in. 

THE FOREIGN TOUR OF MESSRS. BROWN, JONES, AND 
ROBINSON. What they saw and did in Belgium, Germany, Switzerland, and Italy. 
By RICHARD DOYLE. A handsome 4ta volume, cloth extra, price 2U. 

MANNERS AND CUSTOMS OF THE ENGLISH. By 
RICHARD DOYLE. With Extracts byPERCIVAL LEIGH tram «* Pips' Dukt." | 
Elegantly bound in half morocco, price I5i. 

THE COMIC HISTORY OF* ENGLAND. By Gimert A 
A'BECEETT. With Coloured Engravings and Woodcuts. By JOHN LEBCH. 
Handsomely bound in two vols., price 21<. 

THE COMIC HISTORY OF ROME. By G. A. A'Beckbtt. 
With Coloured Engravings and Woodcuts. By JOHN LEECH. Handsomely boiuid 
in clotl^ price 11<. 



SPORTING WORKS- 

WITH COLOURED ENGRAVINGS, AND NUMEROUS WOODCUTS, 

By JOHN LEECH. 



I. 

MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR By the Author of 
"Handley Cross," &o. With Coloured Engravings^ &c. By JOHN LEECH. One 
vol. 8vo, price lis, 

HANDLEY CROSS; Or, MR.' JORROCKS'S HUNT, With 
coloured Engravings, &c. By JOHN LEECH. 8vo, price 18*. 

III. 

ASK MAMMA; Or, THE RICHEST COMMONER IN ENG- 

J\. LAND. By the Author of "Sponge's Tour," "Handley Cross," &c. Illustrated 
vtdth Thirteen Coloured Eugravmgs, and numei*ous Woodcuts, by JOHN LEECM. 
Svo, price 14«. 

IV. 

PLAIN OR RINGLETS ? By the Author of " Handley Cross," 
&c. With Coloured Engravings, &c. by JOHN LEECH. One vol, Svo, price 14<.cloth. 

; . BRIGGS AND HIS DOINGS. (FISHING.) A Series of 

Twelve Coloured Plates, Enlarged from the Original Drawings. By JOHN LEECH. 
Price 10^. 6d. ; or each plate separately, Is. 



WOREiS PUBLISHED BY BEADBURT AND EVAKS. 
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WORKS BY W. M. THACKERAY. 



THE VIEGINIANS. 



Illustrated by the Author. Two vols. 8vo, cloth. 26*. 



THE NEWCOMES. 

Illustrated by Richard Doyle. Two vols. 
8vo, cloth, 26«. 

\* Also, a Cheap and Popvlar Edition, vnth- 
(yiUIUn8tratio7i8t uniform vnth the Mitcd- 
lanieSf in crown Svo, 7s. 



VANITY FAIR. 

Illustrated by the Author. One Vol. 8vo, 
cloth, 21«. 

%* Also, a Cheap and PopvXar Sdition, 
vnihout Illustrations, uniform vnth the 
Miscellanies, inerovm 8vo, 68. 



PENDENNIS. 

Illustrated by the Author. Two vols. Svo, 
cloth, 26«. 

*»* Also, a Cheap and Popular Sdition, 
without Illustrations, uniform with the 
Miscellanies, in crown %vo, 7#. 



HISTORY OP 

SAMUEL TITMARSH. 

Illustrated by the Author. One vol. small 
Svo, cloth, As. 



A COLLECTED EDITION OF 

MA. THACKEEATS EASLY WBITINGS. 



Complete in Four Vols., crown Svo, price 6«. each, imiform with the Cheap Editions of 

Vanity Fair " and " Pendennis." 



<(' 



MISCELLANIES IN PEOSE AND VERSE. 

The Contents of each Volume of the ** Miscellanies "are also puMished in separate Parts, at 

various prices, a^foUows: — 



s. d, 
. 1 6 



VOL. I. 

Ballads .... 

Thi Snob Papers . . .20 

Thb Tremendous Adventures 

OF Major Gahagan ..10 

Thb Fatal Boots: — Cox's Diary 1 

VOL. II. 

The Tellowplush Memoirs: — 

Jeames's Diary . .20 

Sketches and Travels in Lon- 
don 2 

Novels by Eminent Hands: — 

Charaoter Seetohes . 1 6 



». d. 




VOL. III. 

Memoirs of Barry Lyndon . 8 

A Legend of the Khinb: — 

Eebeooa and Bowena . 1 6 

A Little Dinner at Tim- 
MiNs's: — ^Thb Bedford Row 
Conspiracy . . .10 

VOL. IV. 

The Fitzboodlb Papers: — Men's 

Wives . . ..26 

A Shabby Genteel Story . 1 6 

The History of Samuel Tit- 
marsh AND THB Great 
Hoooartt Diamond ..16 



X2 WOEKS PUBLISHED BY BEADBURT AND EVAN . 



CHARLES KNIGHT'S 

POPULAR HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 



'T^HE Publishers of this Work have to announce a change in its 
-*- mode of issue. The necessity for this change rests upon the 
following representation of the Author, which appears to the Publishers 
as conclusive as they trust it will be satisfactory to the Public. 

**I have been occupied," says Mr. Knight, ** during nearly five years, in writing 
the Popular History of England, for Monthly Publication. With three exceptions 
it has appeared regularly during that period; and has now reached to Fifty-three 
Numbers, bringing up the narrative to 1793. I now find it impossible, — ^in the 
first place, with a proper regard to my own heaith, and, secondly, with an anzioos 
desire to complete my book in a way to justify the favour with which it has been 
received, — to proceed with a Monthly Publication. The pressure of a periodical 
issue, with so short an interval between each publication, has become incompatible, 
according to my view, with a due regard to the research and thought which are 
necessary to deal with the vast accumulation of materials for history since the 
period of the French Revolution. The diflSculty which now presses upon my 
responsibility for accuracy and impartiality has not been felt by me in the earlier 
stages of my undertaking, when the field of investigation was more limited. It 
has now become so onerous as to demand a decisive change. 

''I propose, therefore, that it should be announced that the publication in 
Monthly Numbers will be discontinued. 

** That the quantity required to complete Vol. VII. will be published as a Part, 
or Section, in the month of January,. 1861, simultaneously with the publication of 
the Volume. 

"That Volume VIII., completing the work, will be published in the course of 
1861 ; and, for the convenience of pui-chasers, will be divided into two Parts, or 
Sections." 

In making this announcement the Publishers have only to add, that 
on the appearance of each of the Parts, or Sections, the Work will 
also be on sale in the usual form of Shilling Numbers. 



The Six Volumes of the Popular History of Enoland, which 
a/re now completed, bring down the narrative from the Invasion of 
Ccesa/r to the close of the American War, The first Four VoVwmeSy 
forming the Fi/rst JDivisioji of the Work, ca/rry down the history to 
the Bevolution of 1688, and are published with a copUyus Index, 
The Second Division, commencing with Volume V,, wHl come 
down to that period of the reign of her present Majesty which has 
become a constitutional epoch in the important change of the com- 
mercial poUcy of the country. The price of each VoVwrne is 9s, 
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BBADBURY AND EVANS, 11, BOUVERIE STREET, FLEET STREET, E.G. 
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